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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Harinus, Emperor of Rome. 
Coſroe, King of Perſia. 

Diocles, of a private Soldier elected Co-Emperor. 
Maximinian, Nephew to Diocles, and Emperor by his Do- 

nation. 
Volutius Aper, Murtherer of Numerianus, the late Em- 

eror. 

Niger, @ noble Soldier, Servant tu the Emperor, 
Camurius, @ Captain, and Creature of Aper's, 
Perſian Lords. | 
Senators, 
Soldiers. 
Guard. 
Siet tors. 
Ambaſſadors. 
Lictors. 


Flamen. 


Attendants, 
Shepherd. 


Country-men. 
Geta, 4 Feſter, Servant to Diocles, a merry Knave. 


WOMEN. 


Aurclizs; Siſter ro Charinus. 

Caſſana, Sifter zo Coſroc, 4 Captive, waiting on Aurelia, 
Delphia, 4 Propheteſs. 

Drufilla, Neice zo Delphia, in love with Diocles. 
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ES ACTI SCENE I. 
FA Enter Charinus, Aurelia, and Niger. 


CHARINUS. 
0 buz into my Head ſtrange likelihoods, 
Sl And fill me full of Doubts: But what 
Proofs, Niger, (Brother 
What Certainties, that my moſt noble 
Came to his end by Murther? Tell me 
== Aſſure me by ſome Circumſtance. (that, 
Nig. 1 will, Sir. 
And as I tell you truth, ſo the Gods proſper me. 
] have often nam'd this Aper. 
Cha. True, ye have done: 
And in myſterious Senſes I have heard ye 
Break out o'th' ſudden, and abruptly. 
Nig. True, Sir. 
Fear of your Unbelief, and the Time's giddineſs, 
Made me I durſt not then go farther. So your Grace 
Out of your wonted Goodneſs to give credit, (pleaſe 
I thall unfold the Wonder. 
Aur. Do it boldly : 
You ſhall have both our hearty Loves, and Hearings. 
5 Nig. This Aper then, this too much honour d Villain, 
(For he deſerves no mention of a good Man) 
Great Sir, give Ear: This moſt ungrateful, ſpightful, 
Above the memory of Mankind miſchievous, 
With his own bloody Hands 


— RT”; "wes nnd m—_ - 4 5 
eee 
-- N Fe 4 

; * 


* 
- 


Cha. 


2038 The Propheteſs. | 


Cha. Take heed. 

Nig. I am in, Sir; | 
And if I make not good my Story 

Aur. Forward: 
I ſee a Truth would break out : Be not fearful. 

Nie. 1 fay, this Aper, and his damn'd Ambition, 
Cur off your Brother's Hopes, his Life, and Fortunes: 
The honour'd Numerians fell by him, 
Fell baſely, moſt untimely, and moſt treacherouſh: 
For in his Litter, as he bore him Company, 
Moſt privately and cunningly he kill'd him; 
Vet ſtill he fills the faithful Soldiers Ears 
With ſtories of his weakneſs; of his Life; 
That he dare not venture to appear in open, 
And ſhew his warlike Face among the Soldiers; 
The tenderneſs and weaknels of his Eyes, 
Being not able to endure the Sun yer. 
Slave that he is, he gives out this Infirmity 
(Becauſe he would diſpatch his Honour too) 
To ariſe from Wantonnels, and love of Women, 
And thus he juggles ſtill. 

Aur. O moſt pernicious, 
Moſt bloody, and moſt baſe ! Alas, dear Brother, 
Art thou accus'd, and after Death thy Memory 
Loaden with Shames and Lies? Thoſe pious Tears 
Thou daily ſhower'dſt upon my Father's Monument, 
(When in the Perſian Expedition 
He fell unfortunately by a ſtroak of Thunder) 
Made thy Defame and Sins? Thoſe wept out Eyes, 
The fair Examples of a noble Nature, 
Thoſe holy drops of Love, turn'd by Depravers 
(Malicious Soifon'd Tongues) to thy Abuſes? 
We muſt not ſuffer this. 

Cha. It ſhows a truth now: 
And fure this Aper is not right nor honeſt, 
He will not come near me. 

Nig. No, he dare not : 
He has an Inmate here, that's call'd a Conſcience, 
Bids him keep off. os | 


Cha, My Brother honour'd him, 


8 2 * SA +7 
1 UM 8 . ot: . * r 2 —＋ K. * * = 3232 * 
: ccc 


The Propheteſs. 2039 


Made him firſt Captain of his Guard, his next Friend ; 
Then to my Mother (to aſſure him nearer) 
He made him Husband 
Nig. And withal Ambitious: 
For when he trod ſo nigh, his falſe Feet itch'd, Sir, 
To ſtep into the State. 
Aur. If ye believe, Brother, 
Aper a bloody Knave, as 'tis apparent, 
Ler's leave diſputing, and do ſomething Noble. 
Cha. Siſter, be rul'd. J am not yet ſo powerful, 
To meet him in the Field: He has under him 
The flower of all the Empire, and the ſtrength, 
The Britain and the German Cohorts; pray ye be patient. 
Niger, how ſtands the Soldier to him ? 
Nig. In Fear, more, Sir, 
Than Love or Honour: He has loſt their fair Affections, 
By his moſt covetous and greedy Griping. 
Are ye deſirous to do ſomething on him, 
Thar all the World may know ye lov'd your Brother ? 
And do it ſafely too, without an' Army ? 
Cha. Moft willingly. 
Nig. Then ſend out a Proſcription, 
Send ſuddenly: And to that Man that executes it, 
(I mean, that brings his Head) add a fair Payment, 
No common Sum : Then ye ſhall ſee, I fear nor, 
Even from his own Camp, from thoſe Men that follow 
Follow, and flatter him, we ſhall find one, (him, 
And if he miſs, one hundred that will venture it. 
Aur. For his Reward, it ſhall be ſo, dear Brother, 
So far I'll honour him that kills the Villain, 
For ſo far runs my Love to my dead Brother, 
Let him be what he will, baſe, old, or crooked, 
He ſhall have me: Nay, which is more, I'il love him. 
1 will not be denied. | 
Cha. You ſhall nor, Siſter. 
But ye ſhall know, my Love ſhall go along too: 
See a Proſcription drawn; and for his Recompence, . 
My Siſter, and half Partner in the Empire; 
And I will keep my Word. h 
Aur. Now ye do bravely, 
$-5 | Nie, 
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Nig. And though it coſt my Life, I'll ſee it publiſh'd, 


Cha. Away then, for the buſineſs. 
' Nig. I am gone, Sir: 
You ſhall have all diſpatch'd to Night. 
Cha. Be proſperous. 
Aur. And let the Villain fall. 


Nig. Fear nothing, Madam. [Exennt. 
. 
Enter Delphia and Druſilla. 


Dre. Tis true, that Diocles is courteous, 
And of a pleaſant Nature, ſweet and temperate; 
His Couſin Maximinian, proud and bloody. 
Del. Yes, and miſtruſttul too, my Girl; take heed, 
Although he ſeem to love thee, and affect 
Like the more Courtier, curious Complement, 
Yet have a care. 
Dru. You know all my Affection, 
And all my Heart-defires, is {et on Diocles. 
But, Aunt, how coldly he requitcs this court eſie, 
How dull and heavily he looks yon me, 
Although I woo him ſometimes beyond modeſty, 
Beyond a Virgin's care: How ſtil] he flights me, 
And puts me ſtill off with your Prophecy, 
And the performance of your late Prediction, 
That when he is Emperor, then he will marry me: 
Alas, what hope of that ? 
- Del. Peace, and be patient, 
For though he be now a Man moſt miſerable, 
Of no Rank, nor no badge of Honour on him, 
Bred low and poor, no Eye of favour ſhining; 
And though my ſure Prediction of his riſing, 
Which can no more fail, than the Day or Night does, 
Nay, let him be aſleep, will overtake him, 
Have found ſome rubs and ſtops, yet hear me, Niece, 
And hear me with a Faith, it ſhall come to him, 
Ill tell thee the occaſion. 8 
Dru. Do, good Aunt: 
For yet I am ignorant. 


Del, 
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Del. Chiding him one Day 
For being too near and ſparing for a Soldier, 
Too griping, and too greedy: He made anſwer, 
W hen I am Ceſar, then I will be liberal. 
I preſently inſpir'd with holy fire, 
And my Prophetick Spirit burning in me, 
Gave anſwer from the Gods; and this it was, 
Imperater eris Roms, cum Aprum grandem interfeceris : 
Thou ſhalt be Emperor, O Dioclec, 
W hen thou haſt kill'd a mighty Boar. From that time, 
As giving credit to my words, he has imploy'd 
Much of his life in hunting. Many Boars 
* Hideousand fierce, with his own Hands he has kill'd too, 
But yet not lighted on the fatal one, 
Should raiſe him to the Empire: Be not ſad, Niece, 
Eer long he ſhall : Come, let's go entertain him; 
For by this time, I guels, he comes from hunting: 
And by my art, I find this very inſtant 
Some great deſign's afoot. 

Dru. The Gods give good, Aunt. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Diocles, Maximinian, and Geta, with a Boar. 


Dio. Lay down the Boar. 
Geta. With all my Heart, I am weary on't; 
I ſhall turn Jew, if I carry many ſuch burthens. 
Do you think, Maſter, to be Emperor 
With killing Swine ? ye may be an honeſt Butcher, 
Or ally'd to a ſeemly Family of Sowſe-wives. 
Caan you be ſuch an Aſs, my reverend Maſter, 
Io think theſe Springs of Pork will ſhoot up Ceſars? 
| Max. The Fool ſays true. 
1 Dio Come leave your fooling, Sirrah, 
And think of what thou ſhalt be when 1 am Emperor. 
Gera. Would it would come with thinking, for then 
O' my Conſcience I ſhould be at leaſt a Senator. 
Max A Sowter; 
For that's a place more fitted to thy Nature, 
If there could be ſuch an expectation. 
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Or fay the Devil could perform this wonder, 
Can ſuch a Raſcal as thou art hope for Honour? 
Such a Log-carrying Lowt? 
Geta. Yes, and bear it too, 
And bear it ſwimmingly. I am not the firſt Aſs, Sir, 
Has born good Office, and perform'd it reverendly. 
Dio. Thou being the Sonof a Tiler, canſt thou hope tobe 
a Senator? (ro be an Emperor? 
Geta. Thou being the Son of a Tanner, canſt thou hope 
Dio. Thou ſay'ſt true, Gera, there's a ſtop indeed; 
But yet the bold and virtuous ——— 
Geta. Ye are right, Maſter, 
Right as a Gun: For we the virtuous, ö 
Though we be Kennel-rakers, Scabs, and Scoundrels, 
We the diſcreet and bold: And yet, now I remember it, 
We Tilers may deſerve to be Senators 
And there we ſtep before you thick-skin'd Tanners, 
For we are born three Stories high; no bale ones, 
None of your groundlings, Matter. 
Dio. I like thee well, 
Thou haſt a good Mind, as I have, to this Honour. 
Geta. As good a mind, Sir, of a ſimple Plaiſterer---- 
And when come to execute my Office, 
Then you ſhall ſee. 
Max. W hart? 
Geta. An Officer in fury; 
An Officer as he ought to be: Do you laugh at it? 
Ts a Senator, in hope, worth no more Reverence? 
By theſe Hands I'll clap you by th? Heels the firſt hour of it. 
Max. O' my Conſcience, the Fellow believes. 
Dio. Ay, do, do, Gera, | 
For if I once be Emperor ——— 
Ger. Then will !, 
(For wiſe Men muſt be had to prop the Republick) 
Not bate ye a ſingle Ace of a ſound Senator. 
Dio. But what ſhall we do the whilſt? 
Geta. Kill Swine, and ſowſe 'em, 
And eat *em when we have Bread. 
Max. Why didſt thou run away 
When the Poar made toward thee? art thou not rating? 
| eta. 
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Geta. No indeed am] not; and*tis for mine Honour too: 
I took a Tree, tis true, gave way to the Monſter; 
Hark what Diſcretion ſays, let Fury paſs; 

From the Tooth of a mad Beaſt, and the Tongue 
Of a Slanderer, preſerve thine Honour. 

Dio. He talks like a tull Senator. 

Go, take it up, and carry it in: *tis a huge one; 
We never kilFd ſo large a Swine; ſo fierce too 
I never met with yet. 

Max. Take heed, it ſtirs again; 

How nimbly the Rogue runs up! he climbs like a Squirrel. 

Dio. Come down ye Dunce, is it not dead ? 

Gera. I know nor. 

Dio. His Throat is cut, and his Bowels out. 

Geta. That's all one, 

T am ſure his Teeth are in; and for any thing I know, 
Hd may have Pigs of his own Nature in's Belly. 

Dio. Come, take him up I ſay, and ſee him dreſs'd, 
He is fat, and will be luſty Meat; away with him, 
And get tome of him ready for our Dinner. 

Gera. Shall he be roaſted whole, 

And ſerv'd up in a Sowce-tub? a portly ſervice, 
III run 7th? Wheel my ſeltf. 

Max. Sirrah, leave your prating, 

And get tome piece of him ready preſently, 
We are weary both, and hungry. 

Geta l'll about it. | 
W har an inundation of Brewiſs ſhall I ſ\wimin? [| Exzt. 
Dio. Thou art ever dull and melancholy, Couſin, 
Diſtruſtful of my hopes. 

Max. Why, can ye blame me? 

Do Men give credit to a Juggler? 

Dio. Thou k now'ſt ſhe is a Propheteſs. 

Max. A {mall one, 

And as ſmall Profit to be hop'd for by her. 

Dio. Thou art the ſtrangeſt Man; how does thy hurt? 
The Boar came near you, Sir. | 

Max. A ſcratch, a ſcratch. ___ (angry. 

Dio. It akes and troubles thee, and that makes thee 

Max, Not at the Pain, but at the Prack ce, ä 

c 
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The butcherly baſe cuſtom of our lives now : 
Had a brave Enemy's Sword drawn ſo much from me; 
Or danger met me in the head o'th* Army, 
To have bluiſh d thus in my Blood, had been mine Honour. 
Burt to live baſe, like Swine-herds, and believe too, 
To be fool'd out with Tales, and old Wives Dreams, 
Dreams, when they are drunk. 
Dio. Certain, you much miſtake her. 
Max. Miſtake her? hang her: To be made her Purveyors, 
To feed her old Chaps; to provide her daily, 
And bring in Feaſts, whilſt ſhe fits farting at us, 
And blowing out her Prophecies at both ends. 
Dio, Prithee be wile : Doſt thou think, Maximinian, 
So great a Reverence, and ſo ſtaid a Knowledge 
Max. Sur-reverence, you would ſay: What Truth? 
What Knowledge? 
What any thing, but eating, is good in her? 
Twould make a Fool prophecy to be fed continually: 
Whar do you get? your labour and your danger, 
W hilft ſhe fits bathing in her larded fury. 
Inſpir'd with full deep Cups, who cannot Prophecy? 
A Tinker, out of Ale, will give Predictions: 
But who believes? 
Dio. She is a holy Druid, 
A Woman noted for that Faith, that Piety, 
Belov'd of Heav'n. 
Max. Heav'n knows, I do not believe it. 
Indeed, I muſt confeſs, they are cxcellent Jugglers ; 
Their Age upon ſome Fools too flings a confidence; 8 
But what grounds have they, what elements to work on? 3 
Show me but that; the Sieve and Sheers? a learned one. 4 
I have no patience to diſpute this Queſtion, 1 
Tis ſo ridiculous ; I think the Devil does help em: 


Or rather, mark me well, abuſe 'em, Uncle: 


For they are as fit to deal with him; theſe old Women, 

They are as jump and ſquar'd our to his nature—— 54 
Dio. Thou haſt a nerfet malice. A ; 
Max. So | would have 


Againſt theſe purblind Prophets; for look ye, Sir, 5 
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Old Women will lie monſtrouſly, ſo will the Devil, 

Or elſe he has had much wrong: upon my knowledge, 

Old Women are malicious, ſo is he; 

They are proud, and covetous, revengeful, lecherous, 

All which are excellent Attributes of the Devil. 

They would at laſt ſeem holy, ſo would he; 

And to vail over theſe Villanies, they would Propheſie; 

He gives them leave now and then to ule their cunnings, 

Which is to kill a Cow, or blaſt a Harveſt, 

Make young Pigs pipe themſelves to Death,choakPoultry, 

And chafe a Dairy-wench into a Feaver 

With pumping for her Butter. 

Bur when he makes theſe Agents to raiſe Emperors, 

When he diſpoſes Fortune as his Servant, 

And tyes her to old Wives Tails 
Dio, Go thy ways, 


* Thou art a learned Scholar, againſt credit. 


You hear the Prophecy ? 

Max. Yes, and I laugh at it, 
And ſo will any Man can tell but twenty, 
Thar is not blind, as you are blind and ignorant. 
Do you think ſhe knows your Fortune ? 

Dio. I do think it. 

Max. I know ſhe has the Name of a rare Sooth(ayer, 
But do you in your Conſcience believe her holy? 


3 : Inſpired with ſuch Prophetick fire ? 


Vio. Yes in my Conſcience. 

Max. And that you muſt upon neceſſity 
From her words be a Ceſar? 

Dio. If 1 live. 

Max. There's one ſtop yet. 

Dio. And follow her Directions. 

Max. But do not juggle with me. 

Dio. In faith, Couſin, 
So full a truth hangs ever on her Prophecies, 
That how I ſhould think otherwiſe. 

Max. Very well, Sir; 
You then believe (for methinks 'tis moſt neceſiary) 
She knows her own Fate? 


Dio. I believe it certain. 
Vo I. IV. D d Max, 
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The butcherly baſe cuſtom of our lives now : 
Had a brave Enemy's Sword drawn ſo much from mez 
Or danger met me in the head o'th* Army, 


To have bluſh d thus in my Blood, had been mine Honour. | 


But to live baſe, like Swine-herds, and believe too, 
To be fool'd out with Tales, and old Wives Dreams, 
Dreams, when they are drunk. 
Dio. Certain, you much miſtake her. 
Max. Miſtake her? hang her: To be made her Purveyors, 
To feed her old Chaps; to provide her daily, 
And bring in Feaſts, whilſt ſhe fits farting at us, 
And blowing out her Prophecies at both ends. 
Dio. Prithee be wiſe : Doſt thou think, Maximinian, 
So great a Reverence, and ſo ſtaid a Knowledge 
Ma. Sur-reverence, you would fay : What Truth? 
W hat Knowledge ? ; 
What any thing, bur eating, is good in her? 
Twould make a Fool prophecy to be fed continually: 
What do you get? your labour and your danger, 
W hilft ſhe fits bathing in her larded fury. 
Inſpir'd with full deep Cups, who cannot Prophecy ? 
A Tinker, out of Ale, wil give Predictions : 
But who b-lieves? 
Dio. She is a holy Druid, 
A Woman noted for that Faith, that Piety, 
Bcelov'd of Heav'n. 
Max. Heav'n knows, I do not believe it. 
Indeed, I muſt confeſs, they are excellent Jugglers; 
Their Age upon ſome Fools too flings a confidence; 
But what grounds have they, what elements to work on? 
Show me but that; the Sieve and Sheers ? a learned one. 
I have no patience to diſpute this Queſtion, 
Tis ſo ridiculous ; I think the Devil does help em: 
Or rather, mark me well, abuſe 'em, Uncle: 
For they are as fit to deal with him; theſe old Women, 
They are as jump and ſquar'd out to his nature—— 
Dio. Thou haſt a perfect malice. 
Max. So | would have 


Againſt theſe purblind Prophets; for look ye, Sir, ou 
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Old Women will lie monſtrouſly, ſo will the Devil, 
Or elſe he has had much wrong: upon my knowledge, 
Old Women are malicious, ſo is he; 

They are proud, and covetous, revengeful, lecherous, 
All which are excellent Attributes of the Devil. 

They would at laſt ſeem holy, ſo would he; 

And to vail over theſe Villanics, they would Propheſie; 
He gives them leave now and then to ule their cunnings, 
W hich is to kill a Cow, or blaſt a Harveſt, 

Make young Pigs pipe themſelves to Death,choakPoultry, 
And chafe a Dairy-wench into a Feaver 

With pumping for her Butter. 

Bur when he makes theſe Agents to raiſe Emperors, 
When he diſpoſes Fortune as his Servant, 

And tyes her to old Wives Tails 

Dio. Go thy ways, : 
Thou art a learned Scholar, againſt credit. 

You hear the Prophecy? 
Max. Yes, and I laugh at it, 
And ſo will any Man can tell but twenty, 
That is not blind, as you are blind and ignorant. 
Do you think ſhe knows your Fortune ? 

Dio. I do think it. 

Max. I know ſhe has the Name of a rare Soothſayer, 
But do you in your Conſcience believe her holy? 
Inſpired with ſuch Prophetick fire? 

Dro. Yes in my Conſcience. 

Max. And that you muſt upon neceſſity 


From her words be a Ceſar? 


Dio. If I live. 
Max. There's one ſtop yet. 
Dio. And follow her Directions. 
Max. But do not juggle with me. 
Dio. In faith, Couſin, 
So full a truth hangs ever on her Prophecies, 


| That how I ſhould think otherwiſe, 


Max. Very well, Sir; 


& You then believe (for methinks tis moſt neceſiary) 
She knows her own Fate? 


Dio. I believe it certain. 
Vo I. IV. D d Nax. 
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Max. Dare you but be ſo wiſe to let me try it, 
For I ſtand doubtful. 
| Dio. How? 
| Max. Come nearer to me; 
lf Becauſe her cunning Devil ſhall not prevent me; "> 
| Cloſe, cloſe, and hear; if the can turn this Deſtiny, 1 
| | Fl be of your Faith too. £ 
| 


Dio. Forward, | fear not. 
For if ſhe knows not this, ſure ſhe knows nothing, 
Enter Delphia. 
I am ſo confident — 
Max. Faith fo am I too, 
That I ſhall make her Devil's ſides hum. 
Dio. She comes here, 
Go take your ſtand. 
Max. Now holly, or you howl fort. [ Extt. 
Dio. *Tis pity this young Man ſhould be fo ſtubborn. 
Valiant he is, and to his Valour temperate, 
Only diſtruſtful of Delays in Fortune; 
I love him dearly well. 
Del. Now my Son Diocles, 
Are ye not weary of your Game to day? 
And are ye well? 
Dio Yes, Mother, well and luſty; 
Only ye make me hunt for empty Shadows. (Day; 
Del. You mult have Patience, Rome was not built in one 
And he that hopes, muſt give his hopes their currents. | 
You have kill'd a mighty Boar. 1 
Dio. But I am no Emperor. bs 
Why do ye fool me thus, and make me follow 
i Your flattering Expectation hour by hour? 
| Re early, and leep late? to feed your Appetites, 
Forget my Trade, my Arms? forſake mine Honour, of 
Labour and ſweat to arrive at a baſe Memory? Ss. 
Oppoſe my ſelf to hazards of all forts, 
Only to win the barbarous Name of Butcher ? 
Del. Son, you are wiſe. 
Dio. Bur you are cunning, Mother; 
And with that Cannon, and the Faith I give ye, 
Ye lead me blindly to no End, no Honour. 
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$ You find ye are daily fed, you take no Labour, 
& Your Family at Eaſe, they know no Market, 
And therefore to maintain this, you ſpeak darkly, 


— 1 As darkly {till ye nouriſh it, whilſt !, 


38 


2 


XX Peing a credulous and obſequious Coxcomb, 
$ Hunt daily, and ſweat hourly, to find out 


” To clear your Myſtery; kill Boar on Boar, 


And make your Spits and Pots bow with my Bounties : 
Yer I ſtill poorer, further ſtill — 


Del. Be provident, 
And tempt not the Gods Dooms ; ſtop not the Glory 


They are ready to fix on ye, Ye are a Fool then; 


Chearful and gratcful Takers the Gods love, 


And ſuch as wait their Pleaſures with full hopes; 
The doubtful and diſtruſtful Man Heav'n frowns at. 


What I have told you by my Inſpiration, 
I tell ye once again, muſt and ſha! find ye. 


Dio. But when; or how? 

Del. Cum Aprum interfeceris. 

g Dio. I have kill'd many. 

Del. Not the Boar they point ye; 

Nor muſt I reveal further, till you clear it. 
The lots of glorious Men are wrapt in Myſt:ries, 


- 


And ſo deliver'd: Common and ſlight Creatures, 
That have their Ends as open as their Actions, 


ZEafie and open Fortunes follow. 
Max. I ſhall try 


How deep your Inſpiration lies hid in ye; 
And whether your brave Spirit have a Buckler 


To keep this Arrow off, I'll make you ſmoak elſe. 
L, Dio. Knowing my Fortune ſo preciſely, punctually, 


= 


And that it muſt fall without contradiction, 
Being a Stranger of no tye unto ye, 
Methinks you ſhould be ſtudicd in your own, 


In your own Deſtiny, methinks, moſt perfect, 


4 Ip every hour, and eyery minute, Mother, | 
So great a care ſhould Heav'n have of her Miniſters ; 


ethinks your Fortunes both ways ſhould appear to ye, 


Both to avoid, and take. Can the Stars now, 


all thoſe influences you receive into ye, | 
| D d 2 | Or 


| 
| 
| 
' 
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Or ſecret Inſpirations ye make ſhey of, 
It an hard fortune hung, and were now ready 
To pour it ſelf upon your Life, deliver ye? 
Can they now ſay, Take heed? 
Del. Ha? pray ye come hither. (yes 
Max. I would know that: I fear your Devil will cozen 
And ſtand as cloſe as ye can, 1 mall be with ye. 
Del. I find a preſent Ill, 
Dio. How ? 
Del. Burt I ſcorn it. 
Max. Do ye ſo? do ye ſo? 
Del. Yes, and laugh at it, Diocles. 
Is it not ſtrange, theſe wild and fooliſh Men 
Should dare to oppoſe the power of Deſtiny ? 
That Power the Gods ſhake at? Look yonder, Son. 
Max. Have ye ſpy'd me? then have at ye. 
Del. Do, ſhoot boldly. 
Hit me and ſpire not, if thou canſt. 
Dio. Shoot, Couſin. ; 
Max. I cannot, mine Arm's dead, I have no feeling; 
Or if could ſhoot, ſo ſtrong is her arm'd Virtue, 
She would catch the Arrow flying. 
Del. Poor doubtful People, 
I pity your weak Faiths. 
Dio. Your mercy, Mother, 
And from this Hour a Deity, I crown ye. 
Del. No more of that. 
Max. O let my Prayers prevail too, 
Here like a Tree, I dwell elſe: Free me Mother, 
And greater than great Fortune, I'll adore thee. 
Del. Be free again, and have more pure thoughts in ye. 
Dio. Now I believe your words moſt conſtantly, 
And when I have that Power ye have promis'd to me--- 
Del. Remember then your Vow: my Niece Drufilla, 
I mcan, to marry her, and then ye proſper. 
Dio. I ſhall forget my Life elſe. : 
Del. lam a poor weak Woman; to me no Worſhip. 
Enter Niger, Geta, and Soldiers. 
Ger. And ſhall he have, as you ſay, that kills this Aper? 
Lel. Now mark and underſtand. | 
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Mg. The Proſcription's up, ; 
l'th' Market-place tis up, there ye may read it, 
= He ſhall have half the Empire. 
Set. A pretty Farm, i'faith. 


Mg. And the Emperor's Siſter, bright Aurelia, 
Her to his Wife. | 


Ser. Ye ſay well, Friend; but hark ye, 
Who ſhall do this? 


Nig. You, if ye dare. 
Ger. I think fo: 
Yet I could poiſon him in a Pot of Perry, : 
He loves that veng' ancely: But when I have done this, 
May I lye with the Gentlewoman? 
Nig. Lye with her? what elſe, Man? 
> Cer. Yes, Man, 2 
Ibhave known a Man married, that never lay with his Wife. 
Thoſe dancing days are done. 
; Nig. Theſe are old Soldiers, 
And poor, it ſeems. I'll try their Appetites. 


Save ye brave Soldiers. 

= Max, Sir, ye talk'd of Proſcriptions? 

> Mig. Tis true, there is one ſet up from the Emperor 
* Againſt Volutius Aper, 

5 Dio. Aper? 

Diel. Now; 


© Now have ye found the Boar? 
Dio. I have the meaning; 
And bleſſed Mother. — 
a Nig. He has ſcorn'd his Maſter, 
And bloodily cut off by treachery 


The noble Brother to him. 
Dio. He lives here, Sir, 
Sickly and weak. 
Mg. Did you ſce him? 
Max. No. 
= Mz. He is murthered; 
So ye ſhall find it mention'd from the Emperor, 
And honeſt faithful Soldiers, bur believe it; 
For, by the Gods, you will find it ſo, he is murthered, 


3F The manner how, read in the large Proſcription. 
Dd 3 Del 
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Del. It is moſt true, Son; and he cozens ye, 
Aper's a Villain falle. 

Dio. I thank ye, Mother, | 
And dare believe ye: Hark ye, Sir, the Recompence ? 
As ye related. 

Nig. ls as firm as Faith, Sir; 

Bring him alive or dead. 

Max. You took a fit time, (him nor, 
The General being out o'th' Town; for though we love 
Yet had he know this firſt, you had paid for't dearly. 

Dio. Tis Niger, now I know him; honeſt Niger, 

A true found Mor, and I believe him conſtamly: 
Your buſineſs may be done, make no great hurry 
For your own fufcty. 
Nig. No, I am gone, I thank ye. | (Exit. 
Dio. Prav, Maxi miniau, pray. 
Nax. I'Il pray and work too. 

Dio VII to the Market- place, and read the Offer, 
And now I have found the Boar. 

Del. Find your own Faith too. 

And remember what ye have vow'd. 

Dio. O Mother. 

Del. Proſper. 

Get. If my Maſter and I do this, there's two Emperors, 
And what a ſhow will that make? how weſhall bounc2 it? 


[ Exeunt. 


— — 
— — — 


ACT IL SCENE L 


Enter Druſilla and Delphia. 


Dru. J Eave us, and not vouchſafe a parting kits 
IL To her that in his hopes of Greatneſs lives, 
And goes along with him in all his Dangers? 
Del. I grant *twas moſt inhuman. 
Dru. O you give it 
Too mild a Name; 'twas more than barbarous, 
And you a Partner in't. 


1 


Del. 
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Del. I, Drufilla ? 


Dru. Yes, | 
You have blown his ſwoln Pride to that vaſtneſs, 


As he belicves the Earth is in his Fathom, 
This makes him quite forget his humble Being: 
And can I hope that he, that only ted 
With the imagin'd Food of future Empire, 
Diſdains even thoſe that gave him Means, and Liſe, 
To nouriſh ſuch Deſires, when he's poſſeſt 
Of his ambitious Ends (which mult tail on him, 
Or your Predictions are falſe) will ever 
Deſcend to look on me? 

Del. Were his Intents 


5 Perfidious as the Seas or Winds, his Heart 


Compos'd of Falſhood; yet the benefit, 
The greatneſs of the good he has from you, 
(For what I have conferr'd, is thine, Drufilla ) 
Muſt make him firm, and thankful : Bur if all 
Remembrance of the Debts he ſtands engag'd for, 
Find a quick Grave in his Ingratitude, 
My powerful Art, that guides him to this height, 
Shall make him curſe the hour he c*'cr was rais'd, 
Or fink him to the Center. 
Dru. I had rather 
Your Art could force him to return that Ardour 
To me, I bear to him; or give me Power 
To moderate my Paſſions: Yet I know nor, 
I ſhould repent your grant, though you had ſign'd it, 
(So well I find he's worthy of all Service.) 
But to believe that any check to him 
In his main Hopes, could yield content to me, 
Were Treaſon to true Love, that knows no Pleaſure, 
The Object that it doats on ill affected. | 
Del. Pretty Simplicity, | love thee for't, 
And will not fit an idle looker on, 
And ſee it cozen'd; dry thy innocent Eyes, 
And caſt off jealous Fears, (yet Promiſes 
Are but Lip-comforts) and but Fancy ought 
That's poſſible in Nature, or in Art, 
That may advance thy Comfort, and be bold 
Dd 4 To 
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To tell thy Soul tis thine, therefore ſpeak frecly. 


Dru. Y ou new create me. Toconceal from you 
My virgin Fondneſs, were to hide my Sicknels 
From my Phyſician. O dear Aunt, I languith 
For want of Diocles ſight: He is the Sun 
That keeps my Blood in a perpetual Spring 
But in his abſence, cold benuming Winter 
Seiz es on all my Faculties. Would you bind me 
(That am your Slave already) in more Fetters, 
And (in the place of Service) to adore you? 
O bear me then (bur 'tis impoſſible, 
I fear, to be effected) where I may 
Sce how my Diocles breaks thorow his Dangers, 
And in what heaps his Honours flow upon him, 
That I may meet him, in the height and pride 
Of all his Glorics; and there (as your Gift) 
Challenge him, as mine own, 
Del. Enjoy thy Wiſhes: 
This is an caſie Boon, which, at thy years, 
I could have given to any; but now grown 
Perfect in all the hidden Mytteries 
Ot that inimitable Art, which makes us 
Equal even to the Gods, and Natures Wonders, 
It ſhall be done, as fits my Skill and Glory: 
To break thorow Bolts, and Locks, a Scholars prize 
For Thieves, and Pick-locks: To paſs thorow an Army 
Cover'd with Night, or ſome diſguiſe, the Practice 
Of poor and needy Spies: No, my Drufilla, 
From Ceres Iwill force her winged Dragons, 
And in the Air hung over the Tribunal 
The Muſick of the Spheres attending on us. 
There, as his good Star, thou ſhalt ſhine upon him, 
If he prove true, and as his Angel guard him. 
But if he dare be falſe, I, in a moment 
Will put that glorious Light out, with ſuch horrour, 
As if the eternal Night had ſeiz'd the Sun, et 
Or all things were return'd to the firſt Chaos, 
And then appear like Furies. Wo, 
Dru. I will do | 
W haic'er you thall command. 


Del, 
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Del. Reſt then aſſur'd, 
I am the Miſtreſs of my Art, and fear not. 
[Soft Muſick. Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Aper, Camurius, Guard, a Litter covered. 


Aper. Your care of your ſick Emperor, Fellow-ſol” 
In colours to the Life, doth ſhew your Love, (diers, 
And zealous Duty: O continue in it. 
And though I know you long to ſee and hear him, 
Impute it not to Pride, or Melancholy, 
That keeps you from your Wiſhes; ſuch State-vices 
(Too too familiar with great Princes) are 
Strangers to all the actions of the Life 
Of good Numerianus: Let your patience 
Be the Phyſicianto the wounded Eyes, 
(Wounded with pious ſorrow for his Father) 
Which Time and your ſtrong Patience will recover, 
Provided it prove conſtant. 

1 Guard. If he counterfeit, 
I will hereafter truſt a prodigal Heir, 
When he weeps at his Father's Funeral. 

2 Guard. Or a young Widow, following a Bed-rid 
(After three years groaning) to the Fire. (Husband, 


3 Guard. Note his Humility, and with what ſoft Mur- 
He does enquire his Pleaſures. (murs 


1 Guard, And how ſoon 
He is inſtructed. | 
2 Guard. How he bows again too. 
Aper. All your commands (dread Ceſar) I'll impart 
To your moſt ready Soldier, to obey them; 
So take your reſt in peace. It is the Pleaſure 
Of mighty Ceſar (his thanks ſtill remembred 
For your * Patience, which a Donative, 
Fitting his State to give, ſhall quickly follow ) 
That you continue a ſtrict Guard upon 
His ſacred Perſon, and admit no Stranger 
Of any other Legion, to come near him; 
You being moſt truſted by him. I reccive 


F i 
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Your anſwer in your ſilence. Now Camurius, 


Speak without Flattery: Hath thy Aper acted 
This Paſſion to the Life? ? 


Cam. 1 would applaud him, 
W here he ſaluted Ceſar : But l fear 
Theſe long protracted Counſels will undo us 
And 'tis beyond my Reaſon, he being Dead, 

You ſhould conceal your ſelf, or hope it can 

Continue undiſcover'd. 

Aper. That I have killed him, 
Yet feed theſe ignorant Fools with hopes he lives, 
Has a main end in't. The Pannonian Cohorts 
(That are my own, and ſure) are not come up, 
The German Legions waver; and Charinus, 
Brother to this dead Dog. (Hells plagues on Niger,) 
Is jealous of the Murther; and, I hear, 
Is marching up againſt me. Tis not ſafe, 
Till I have power to juſtifie the Act, 
'To ſhew my {elf the Author: Be therefore careful 
For an hour or two (till I have fully ſounded 
How the Tribunes and Centurions ſtand affected) 
'That none come near the Litter, If I find them 
Firm on my part, I dare profeſs my (elf, 
- And then live Aper's Equal. 

Cam. Does not the Body 
Begin to putrifie? | 
Ater. That exacts my haſte: 
When, but even now, I feign'd Obedience to it, 
As I had ſome great buſineſs to impart, 
The Scent had almoſt choak'd me; be therefore curious, 
All keep at diſtance. [Exit. 

Cam. I am taught my Parts; 5 
Haſte you, to perfect yours. 
1 Guard. I had rather meet 
An Enemy in the Field, then ſtand thus nodding 
Like to a Rug-gown'd Watch- man. 

Euter Diocles, Maximinian, and Geta. 

Geta. The Watch at Noon? | 
This is a new device. | 

Cam. Stand, / 


Dio. 
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Dis, 1 am Arm'd 
Againſt all danger. | 
ax. If I fear to follow, 
A Coward's name = me. 
Dio. Now my Fate 
Guide and direct me. 
Cam. You are rude and ſawœy, 
With your forbidden Feet to touch this Ground, 
Sacred to Czſar only, and to theſe | 
That do attend his Perſon. Speak, what are you? 
Dio. What thou, nor any of thy Faction are, 
Nor ever were: Soldiers, and oncſt Men. 
Cam. So blunt ? 
Geta. Nay, you ſhall find he's good at the ſharp too. 
Dio. No inſtruments of Craft, Engines of Murder, 
That ſerve the Emperor only with oil'd Tongues, 
Sooth and applaud his Vices, play the Bawds 
To all his Appetites; and when you have wrought 
So far upon his Weakneſs, that he's grown 
Odious to the Subject and himſolt, 
And can no further help your wicked Ends, 
You rid him out of the way. 
Cam. Treaſon ? 
Dio. Tis truth, 
And I will make it good. 
Cam. Lay Hands upon 'em, 
Or kill them ſuddenly. 
Geta. I am out at that; 
I do not like the Sport. 
Dio. What's he that is 
Owner of any Virtue worth a Reman, 
Or does retain the memory of the Oath 
He made to Ceſar, that dares lift his Sword 
Againſt the Man that (careleſsof his Life) 
Comes to diſcover ſuch a horrid Treaſon, 
As when you hear 't, and under ſtand how lon 
You've been abus'd, will run you mad with Fury? 
I am no Stranger, but (like you) a Soldier, 
Train'd up one from my Youth: And there are ſome 
With whom I have ſerv'd, and (not to praiſe my ) a 
0 
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Muſt needs confeſs they have ſeen Diocles 
In the late Britain Wars, both dare and do 
Beyond a common Man. 
1 Guard. Diocles? 
2 Guard. I know him, 
The braveſt Soldier of the Empire. 

Cam. Stand; 

If thou advance an Inch, thou art dead. 

Dio. Die thou, 

That durſt oppoſe thy ſelf againſt a Truth 
That will break out, though Mountains cover it. 

Get. | fear this is a ſucking Pig; no Boar, 
He falls ſo caſie. | 

Dio. Hear me, fellow Soldiers; 

And if I make it not apparent to you 

This is an Act of Juſtice, and no Murther, 

Cut me in Pieces: I'll diſperſe the Cloud 

That hath ſo long obſcur'd a bloody Act 

Ne'er equal'd yet; you all know with what Favours 
The good Numerianus ever grac'd 

The Provoſt Aber? 

Guard, True. 

Dio. And that thoſe Bounties | 
Should have contain'd him (if he &er had lcarn'd 
The Elements of Honeſty and Truth) 

In Loyal Duty : But Ambition never | 
Looks backward on Deſert, but with blind haſte 
Boldly runs on. Burt I loſe time. You are here 
Commanded by this Aer to attend 

The Emperor's Perſon, to admit no Stranger 

To have acceſs unto him, or come near his Litter, 
Under pretence, forfooth, his Eyes are ſore 

And his Mind troubled ; no, my Friends, you are cozen'd, 
The good: Numer ianus now is paſt . 
The Senſe of Wrong or Injury. 

Guard. How? Dead? 

Dio. Let your own Eyes inform you. 

Get. An Emperor's Cabinet? 
Fough, I have known a Charnel-houſe ſmell ſweeter. 
If Emperor's Fleſh have this ſavour, what will mine do, 
When lam rotten? | | 1 Guard. 
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1 Guard. Moſt unheard of Villany. 

2 Guard. And with all Cruelty to be reveng'd. 

3 Guard. Who is the Murtherer? Name him, that 
Puniſh it in his Family. (we may 
N Dio. Who but Aper? | 
WM The barbarous and moſt ingrateful 4per ? 

His deſperate Poniard printed on his Breaſt 
This deadly Wound; Hate to vow'd Enemies 
Finds a full Satisfaction in Death, 

And Tyrants ſeek no farther. He, a Subject, 
And bound by all the Ties of Love and Duty, 
Ended not ſo; but does deny his Prince, 
(Whoſe Ghoſt forbad Paſſage to his reſt, 
Mourns by the Scygian Shore,) his Funeral-Rites. 
Nay, weep not; let your Loves ſpeak in your Anger, 
And, to confirm you gave no Suffrage to 

The damned Plot, lend me your helping Hands 
To wreak the Parricide; and if you find 

That there is Worth in Diocles to deſerve it, 
Make him your Leader. we: 

Guard. A Diocles, a Diocles, 

Dio. We'll force him from his Guards. And now 
If you have any good for me in ſtore, (my Stars, 
Shew it, when J have ſlain this fatal Boar. [¶Exeunt. 


SCENE 1IL 
Enter Delphia and Druſilla in 4 Throne drawn by Dra- 


Ons. | 
Del. Fix here, and reſt a while your Sail- ſtretch'd Wings 
That have out- ſtript the Winds; the Eye of Heav'n 
Durſt not behold your Speed, but hid it ſelf 
Behind the groſſeſt Clouds; and the pale Moon 
Pluck in her ſilver Horns, trembling for fear 
That my ſtrong Spells ſhould force her from her Sphere; 
Such is the Power of Art. 3 
Dru. Good Aunt, where are we? 
Del. Look down, Driſilla, on theſe lofty Towers, 
Theſe ſpacious Streets, where every private Houſe 
Appears a Palace to receive a King: 


The Site, the Wealth, the Beauty of the Place, 


| 
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Will ſoon inform thee tis imperious Rome, 
Rome, the great Miſtreſs of the conquer'd World. 

Dru. But without Drocles, it is to me 
Like any Wilderneſs we have paſs'd o'er : 

Shall 1 not ſce him? 
Del. Yes, and in full Glory, 
And glut thy greedy Eyes with looking on 
His proſperous Succeſs: Contain thy ſelf; 
For though all things beneath us are tranſparent, 
The ſharpeſt fighted, were he Eagle-ey'd, 
Cannot diſcover us; nor will we han 
Idle Spectators to behold his Triumph. 
Enter Diocles, Maximinian, Guard, Aper, Senators, 
Geta, Officers, with Litter. | 
But when Occafion ſhall preſent it ſelf, 
Do ſomething to add to it. See, he comes. 

Dru. How God-like he appears? With ſuch a Grace 
The Giants that attempted to ſcale Heav'n, 
When they lay dead on the Phlegrean Plain, 

Mars did appear to Jove. Del. Forbear. 
Dio. Look on this, | | 
And when with Horror thou haſt view'd thy Decd, 
Thy moſt accurſed Deed, be thine own Judge, 
And fee (thy Guilt confider'd) if thou canſt 
Perſwade thy ſelf, whom thou ſtand'ſt bound to hate, 
To hope or plead for Mercy. 
Aper. I confeſs | 
My Life's a Burden to me. 
Dio. Thou art like thy Name, 
A cruel Boar, whoſe Snout hath rooted up 
The fruitful Vineyard of the Common - Wealth: 
I long have hunted for thee, and ſince now = 
Thou art in the Foil, it is in vain to hope 
Thou ever ſhalt break out; thou dolt deſerve 
The Hangman's Hook, or be puniſhed 
More Majorum, whipt with Rods to Death, 
Or any way, that were more terrible. 
Yet, ſince my future Fate depends upon thee, 
Thus, to fulfil great Delphia's Prophecy, 
Aper (thou fatal Boar) receive the Honour 
To fall by Diocles Hand. Shine clear, my Stars, 
That uſherd me to taſte this common Air, 
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In my Entrance to the World, and give Applauſe 
To this great Work. Ac F. 
Del. Strike Muſick from the Spheres. 
Dru. O now you honour me. 
Dio. Ha? In the Air? 
All. Miraculous. 
Max. This ſhews the Gods approve 
The Perſon, and the Act: Then if the Senate 
{For in their Eyes I read the Soldiers Love) 
Think Diocles worthy to ſupply the Place 
Of dead Numerianus, as he ſtands 
His Heir, in his Revenge, with one Conſent 
Salute him Emperor. 
Sen. Long live Drocles, 
Auguſtus, Pater Patrie, and all Titles 
That are peculiar only to the Ceſars, 
We gladly throw upon him. 

Guard. We confirm it, 
And will defend his Honour with our Swords 
Againſt the World; raiſe him to the Tribunal. 
x Sen. Fetch the Imperial Robes, and as a Sign 
We give him abſolute Power of Life and Death, 
Bind this Sword to his ſide. 
2 Sen. Omit no Ceremony 
That may be for his Honour. 

; DN. 

Max. Still the Gods F 
Expreſs that they are pleas'd with this Election. 

Geta. My Maſter is an Emperor, and I feel 
A Senators Itch upon me : Would I could hire 
Theſe fine inviſible Fidlers to play to me 
At my Inſtalment. 

Dio. 1 embrace your Loves, 
And hope the Honours that you heap upon me, 
Shall be with Strength ſupported. It ſhall be 
My Study to appear another Alas, | 
To ſtand-firm underneath this Heav'n of Empire, 
And bear it boldly. I defirc no Titles, 
But as I ſhall deſerve em. I will keep 
The Name ! had, beinga private Man, 

| Only 
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Only with ſome ſmall Difference; I will add 
To Diocles but two ſhort Syllables, 
And be call'd: Dioclefianus. 

Geta. That is fine; 

Il follow the Faſhion; and when I am a Senator, 
I will be no more plain Geza, but be call'd 
Lord Getianus. 

Dru. He ne'er thinks of me, 

Nor of your Fayour. 
Enter Niger. 

Del. If he dares prove falſe, 
| Theſe Glories ſhall be to him as a Dream, 
Or an enchanted Banquet. 

Niger. From Charinus, who with Joy hath heard 
Of your Proceedings, and confirms your Honour 3 
He, with his beauteous Siſter, fair Aurelia, 
Are come in Perſon, like themſelves attended, 
To gratulate your Fortune. [Loud Muſick. 

Enter Charinus, Aurelia and Attendants, 

Dio. For thy News, 

Be thou in Fance Pro-Conſul; let us meet 
The Emperor with all Honour, and embrace him, 

Dru. O Aunt I fear this Princeſs doth eclipſe 
THhOpinion of my Beauty, though I were 

y felt to be the Judge. 

Det. Rely on m *'* 

Char. Tis Virtue, and not Birth that makes us noble: 
Great Actions ſpeak great Minds, and ſuch ſhould govern; 
And you are grac'd with both. Thus, as a Brother, 
A Fellow, and Co-partner in the Empire, 
do embrace you; may we live ſo far 
From Difference, or emulous Competition, 
That all the World may ſay, Although t two Bodies, 
We have one Mind. | 

Aur. When J look on the Trunk 
Of dear Numerianus, I ſhould waſh 
His Wounds with Tears, and pay a Sifter's Sorrow 
To his fad Fate; but ſince he lives again 
In your moſt braye Revenge, I bow to you, 
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As to a Power that gave him ſecond Life, 
And will make good my promiſe. If you find 
That there is worth in me that may deſcrve you, 
And that in being your Wife, I ſhall not bring 
Diſquiet and Diſhonour to your Bed, 
Although my Youth and Fortune ſhould require 
Both to be ſu'd and ſought to, here I yield 
My ſelf at your Devotion, 
Dio. O you Gods, 
Teach me how to be thankful; you have pour'd 
All bleſſings on me. that ambitious Man 
Could ever fancy: Till this happy Minute 
I ne'er ſaw Beauty, or believ'd there could be 
Perfection in a Woman. I ſhall live 
To ſerve and honour you, upon my Knees 
I thus receive you; and, ſo you vouchſafe it, 
This day I am doubly married, to the Empire, 
And your beſt ſelf. 
Del. Falſe and perfidious Villain. — — 
Dru. Let me fall headlong on him: O my Stars! 
This I foreſaw and fear'd. | 
Cha. Call forth a Flamen. 
This Knot ſhall now be ty'd. 
Del. But I will looſe it, 
If Art or Hell have any ſtrength. 
Enter a Flamen. [Thunder and Lightning. 
Cha..Prodigious ! | 
Max. How ſoon the day's o'ercaſb? 
Fla. The ſigns are fatal; 
Juno ſmiles not upon this Match, and ſhews too 
She has her Thunder. 
Dio. Can there be a ſtop 
In my full Fortune? 
Cha, We are too violent, | 
And I repent the hafte : we firſt ſhou'd pay 
Our lateft duty to the dead, and then 
Proceed diſcreetly. Let's take up the Body, 
And when we have plac'd his Aſhes in his Urn, 
We'll try the Gods again; for wiſe Men ſay, | 
Marriage and Obſequies do not ſuit one day. (Sen. Ex. 
Vor. IV. E 6 Del. 
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Del. So, 'tis defer'd yet, in deſpight of falſhood : 
Comfort, Drufilla, for he ſhall be thine, 

Or wiſh, in vain, he were not. I will puniſh 

His Perjury to the height. Mount up, my Birds 
Some Rites I am to perform to Hecare, 

To perfe& my deſigns; which once perform'd, 

He ſhall be made obedient to thy Call, 

Or in his Ruin I will bury all. [Aſcends in the Throne. 


— 2 — 


ACT UI. SCENE I 
Enter Maximinian, ſolus. 


Max. Wa powerful Star ſhin'd at this Man's Na- 
| tivity, 

And bleſs'd his homely Cradle with full Glory? 

W hat throngs of People preſs and buz about him, 
And with their humming flatteries ſing him Ceſar ? 
Sing him aloud, and grow hoarſe with ſaluting him? 
How the fierce-minded Soldier ſteals in to him, 
Adores and courts his Honour ? at his Devotion 
Their Lives, their Virtu:s and their Fortunes laying ? 
Charinus ſues, the Emperor entreats him, 

And as a brightcr flame, takes his Beams from him : 
The bleſs'd and bright Aurelia, ſhe doats on him, 
And as the God of Love, burns Incenſe to him; 

All Eyes live on him. Yet I am ftill Maximinian, 
Stiſh rhe ſame poor and wretched thing, his Servant. 
What have J got by this? where lies my Glory? 
How am I rais'd and honour'd ? I have gone as far 
To woo this purblind Honour, and have paſs'd 

As many dangerous Expeditions, 

As noble, and as high; nay, in his Deſtiny, 

Whilſt *rwas unknown, have run as many hazards, 
And done as much, ſweat thorough as many Perils ; 
Only the Hangman of Volutius Aper, 
Which E-miſtook, has made him Emperor, 
And me his Slave. 
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Enter Delphia, and Druſilla. 

Del. Stand ſtill, he cannot ſee us, 
Till I pleaſe; mark him well, this diſcontentment 
I have forc'd into him, for thy cauſe, Dru/illa. 

Max. Can the Gods ſee this, 
See it with juſtice, and confer their bleſſings 
On him, that never flung one grain of Incenſe 
Upon their Altars? never bow'd his Knee yet; 
And I that have marcli*d foot by foot, ſtruck equally, 
And whilſt he was a gleaning, have been praying, 
Contemning his baſe coverous —— 

Del. Now we'll be open. 

Max. Bleſs me, and with all Reverence. 

Del. Stand up, Son, 
And wonder not at thy ungrateful Uncle; 
I know thy thoughts, and I appear to eaſe em. 

Max. O Mother, did I ſtand the tenth part to ye 
Engag'd and fetter'd, as mine Uncle does, 
How would I ſerve, how would 1 fall before ye? 
The poorer Powers we worſhip. 
Del. Peace, and flattcr not 
Neceflity and Anger draws this from ye, 
Of both which I will quit ye: For your Uncle 
I ſpoke this Honour, and it fell upon him, 
Fell to his full content: he has forgot me, 
For all my care, forgot me and his Vow too; 
As if a Dream had vaniſh'd, ſo Was loſt me, 
And I him, let him now ſtand faſt, Come hither; 
My care is now on you. og 

Max. O bleſſed Mother! 

Del. Stand ſtill, and let me work. So now, Maximiuian, 
Go, and appear in Court, and eye Aurelia; 
Believe what I have done, concerns ye highly. 
Stand in her view, make your Addreſſes to her; 
She is the Stair of Honour, I'll ſay no more, 
But Fortune is your Servant: go. 

Max. With Reverence; | 
All this as holy Truths. [ Exit, 

| 


Del. Believe, and proſper. 
7 Ee 2 Dru, 
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Dru. Yet all this cures not me, but as much credit, 

As much belief from Diocleſian. | 
Enter Geta, Littors, and Suitors with Petitions. 

Del. Be not dejected; I have warn'd ye often; 
The proudeſt thoughts he has, I'll humble. Who's this? 
O 'tis the Fool and Knave grown a grave Officer. 
Here's hot and high Preferment. 

Geta, What's your Bill? 
For Gravel for the Appian way, and Pills? 
Is the way Rheumatick ? 

1 St, "Tis Piles, and't plea'e you. 

Geta. Remove me thoſe Piles to Port Eſquiline, 
Fittcr the Place, my Friend : you ſhall be paid. 

Suit. | thank your Worſhip. 

Geta. Thank me when ye have it, 
Thank me another way, ye are an Af elle. 
I know my Office; you are for the Streets, Sir. 
Lord, how ye throng! that Knave has caten Garlick, 
Whip him and bring him back. 

3 Suit, ] beſeech your Worſhip, 
Here's an old reckoning for the Dung and Dirt, Sir. 

Geta. It ſtinks like thee, away. Yet let him tarry, 
His Bill ſhall quit his Breath. Give your Petitions 
In ſcemly ſort, and keep your Hats off, decently. 
For ſcowring the Water-courſes thorow the Cities? 
A fine Periphraſis of a Kennel-raker. 
Did ye ſcour all, my Friend? ye had ſome buſineſs; 
Who ſhall ſcour you? you are to be paid, I take it, 
When Surgeons {wear you have performed your Office. 

4 Suit, Your Worſhip's merry. 

Geta. We mult be ſometimes witty, 
To nick a Knave; tis as uſeful as our Gravity. 
I'll take no more Petitions, I am peſter'd, 
Give me ſome reſt. | 

4 Suit. ] have brought the Gold, and't pleaſe ye, 
About the Place ye promiſed. 

Geta. See him enter'd. ; 
How does your Daughter ? 

4 Suit. Better your Worſhip thinks of her. 


Celta This is with the leaſt. But let me ſee your Din 
| "Tis 


G 
N A; 
4 * 


20 — 1 —— PEI 
r 
8 * # 1 * r me” 

* KEE A 1 2 » +4, 
o 1 p 


The Propheteſs. 2065 


Tis a good forward Maid, I'll join. her with ye. 
I do beſcech ye leave me. 
Litt. Ve ſee the Edile's buſie. | 
Geta. And look to your Places, or lll make ye {moak e'ſe. 
Sirrah, I drank a Cup of Wine at your Houle Yeſterday, 
A good ſmart Wine. 
Lit. Send him the piece. he likes it. \ 
Geta. And cat the beſt wild Boar at that fame Farmer's. 
2 Sit. IJ have half left yer: your Worſhip ſhall com- 
- mind it. 
5 Gera. A bit will ſerve; give me ſome reſt; Gods help me, 
How ſhall I labour when I am a Senator? 
Del. Tis a fit place indecd. Save your Maſterſhip 
b Do you know us, Sir? 
9 Geta. Theſe Women are ſtill troubleſome. 
There be Houſes providing for ſu h wretched Women, 
And ſome ſmall Rents, to ſet ye a Spinning. 
Dru. Sir, 
We are no Spinſters; nor, if you look upon us, 
So wretched as you take us. 
Del. Does your Mightineſs, 
That is a great deſtroyer of your Mem ry, 
Yet underſtand our Faces? . 
2 Geta. Prithce keep off, Woman; 
It is not fit I ſhould know every Creature. | 
#7 Although I have becn familiar with thee heretofore, 
I muſt not know thee now, my Place neglects thee, 
Yer, becauſe I deiyn a glimpſe of your remembrances, 
Give me your Su'ts, and wait me a Month hence. 
Del. Our Suirs are, Sir, to ſee the Emperor, 
The Emperor Dincleſiau, to ſpeak to him, 
And nat to wait on you. We have told you all, Sir. 
Geta. ] laugh at your ſimplicity, j oor Women), 
See the Emperor? Why you are dece v'd; now 
The Emperor appears but once in ſeven Years, 
And then he ſhines not on ſuch Weeds as you are. 
Forward, and keep your State, and keep Beggars from me. 
Dru. Here is a pretty Youth. [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Diocles. 
Del. He ſhall be pretty, | 
Or 1 will want my will, fince ye are ſo high, Sir, 


III raiſe ye higher, or my Art ſhall fail me. 
Stand cloſe, he comes. 


Dio. How am I croſs'd and tortur'd? 
My moſt wiſh'd Happineſs, my lovely Miſtreſs, 


'That muſt make good my 9 and link my Greatneſs, 
T 


ell me, high Heav'n, 
How have I ſin'd, that you ſhou'd ſpeak in Thunder, 


Yet ſever'd from mine Arms 


In horrid Thunder, when my Heart was read 

To leap into her Breaſt? the Prieſt was ready? 
The joyful Virgins and the young Men ready? 
When Hymen ſtood with all his flames about him 


Bleſſing the Bed? the Houſe with full joy ſweating ? 


And expectation, like the Roman Eagle, 


Took ſtand, and call'd all Eyes? It was your Honour; 


And c'er you give it full, do you deſtrby it? 


Or was there {ome dire Star? ſome Devil that did it? 


Some ſad malignant Angel to mine Honour ? 
With you, I dare not rage. 


Del. With me thou canſt not, 


Though it was I. Nay, look not pale and frighted, 
Tl fright thee more. With me thou canſt not quarrel; 


I rais'd the 'Thunder to rebuke thy falſhood ; 


Look here, to her thy falſhood. Now be angry, 


And be as great in Evil as in Empire. 
Dio. les me, ye Powers. 

Del. Thou haſt full need of Bleſſing. 
*T was I, that at thy great Inauguration, 


Hung in the Air unſeen: 'twas I that honour'd thee 


With various Muſicks, and ſweer ſounding Airs 


*T was | inſpir'd the Soldiers Heart with wonder, 


And made him throw himſelf with Love and Duty, 


Low as thy Feet; *twas I that fix'd him to thee, 
But why did I all this? To keep thy Honeſty, 


Thy Vow and Faith; that once forgot and lighted, 


Aurelia in regard, the Marriage ready, 
The Pri ſt and all the Ceremonies preſent, 


*L'was I that thundred loud, twas I that threatned, 
; | "Twas 
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Twas I that caſt a dark Face over Heav'n, 
And ſMote ye all with terror. 
Dru. Yet conſider, 
As ye are noble, as I have deſerv'd ye; 
For yet ye are free: If neither Faith nor Promiſe, 
The deeds of elder Times, may be remembred, 
Let theſe new- dropping Tears; for I {till love ye, 
Theſe Hands held up to Heav'n. | 
Dio. 1 muſt not pity ye; 
"Tis not wiſe in me, 
Del. How? Not wile ? 
Dio. Nor honourable, 
A Princeſs is my Love, and doats upon me: 
A fair and lovely Princeſs is my Mittreſs. 
I am an Emperor; conſider, Prophetels, 
Now my Embraces are for Queens and Princeſſes, 
For Ladies of high Mark, for divine Beautics : 
To look ſo low as this cheap common Sweetneſs, 
Would ſpeak me bale, my Names and Glories nothing, 
I grant I made a Vow, what was I then? 
As ſhe is now, of no fort, (Hope made me promiſe) 
But now I am; to keep this Vow, were monſtrous, 
A madneſs, and a low inglorious fondneſs, 
Del, Take heed, proud Man. 
Dru. Princes may love with Titles, 


Bur I with Truth. d 2 
Del. Take heed; here ſtands thy Deſtiny; 
Thy Fate here follows. | 


Dio. Thou doating Sorcereſs, 
Would'ſt have me love this Thing, that is not worthy 
To kneel unto my Saint? To kiſs her Shadow ? 
Great Princes are her Slaves; ſelected Beauties 
Bow at her beck, the mighty Perſian's Daughter 
(Bright as the breaking Eaſt, as the Mid-day Glorious) 
Waits her Commands, and grows proud in her Pleaſures. 
F'll ſee her honour'd; ſome Watch 1 ſhall think of. 


That ſhall advance ye both; mean time I'll favour ye. 


| | [ Exit. 
Del. Mean time Ill haunt thee, Cry not, Wench, be con- 
Pex long, thou ſhalt more pity him (obſerye me) ( i 
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And pity him in truth, than now thou ſeek'ſt him: 
My Art and Iare yet Companions. Come, Girl, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. 


Enter Geta, and Lictors. 


Geta. I am too merciful, I find it, Friends, 
Of too ſoft a Nature to be an Officer; 
bear too much Remorſe. 
1 Tz. Tis your own fault, Sir; 
For look you, one ſo newly warm in Office 
Should lay about him blindfold, like true Juſtice, 
Hit where it will, the more ye whip and hang, Sir, 
(Though without cauſe; let that declare it ſelf afterward) 
The more ye are admired. 
Geta. I think I ſhall be. 
2 Lit. Your Worſhip is a Man of a ſpare Body, 
And prone to Anger. 

Geta. Nay, I will be angry, | 
And, the beſt is, I need not ſhew my Reaſon. 

2 Li. You need not, Sir, your Place is without Reaſon; 
And what you want in Growth and full Proportion, 
Make up in Rule and Rigour. 

Geta. A rare Counſellor; 

Inſtruct me further. Is it fit, my Friends, 
The Emperor my Maſter Diocleſian 
Should now remember or the Times or Manners 
That call'd him plain down Diocles? 
1 Li4#, He muſt not, 
It ſtands not with his Royalty, 
Geta, I grant ye, 
I being then the Edile Getiams, 
A Man of Place, and Judpe, it is held requiſite 
I ſhould commit to my conſideration 
Thoſe Raſcals of removed and ragged Hours, 
That with unreverend Mouths calld me Slave Geta? 

2 LiF. You muſt forget their Names; your Honour 

Geta. I do forget; but I'll hang their Natures: (bids ye. 
will aſcerd my Place, which is of Juſtice 
And Mercy, I forget thee. TI 2 

Sum. A rare Magiſtrate; Anos 
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Another Solon ſure. 
Geta. Bring out the Offenders. (be. 
1 Lidt. There are none yet, Sir, but no doubt there will 
But if you pleaſe touch ſome things of thoſe Natures. 
Geta. And am I ready, and mine Anger too? 
The Melancholy of a Magiſtrate upon me, 
And no Offenders to execute my Fury? 
Ha? No Offenders, Knaves? 
1 Lidt. There arc Knaves indeed, Sir, 
But we hope ſhortly to have *em for your Worſhip. 
Geta. No Men to hang or whip? Are you good Officers, 
That provide no Fuel for a Judge's Fury? (ye, 
In this Place ſomething muſt be done; this Chair, I tell 
When I fit down, mult ſavour of Severity : 
Therefore I warn ye all, bring me lewd People, 
Or likely to be lewd ; T wigs muſt be cropt too; 
Let me have evil Perſons in abundance, 
Or make em evil; 'tis all one, do bur ſay ſo, 
That I may have fit matter for a Magiſtrate; 
And let me work. If I fit empty once more, 
And loſe my longing, as I am true Edile, 
And as I hope to rectify my Country, 
You are thoſe Scabs I will ſcratch off from the Common- 
You are thoſe Raſcals of the State I treat of, (wealth: 
And you ſhall find and feel.— — 
2 Lict. You ſhall have many, 
Many notorious People. 
Geta. Let em be People, 
And take ye notorious to your ſelves. Mark me, my Lictors, 
And you the reſt of my Officials; 
If I be angry, as my Place will ask it, 
And want fit matter to diſpoſe my Authority, 
I'!l hang a hundred of ye: I'll not ſtay longer, 
Nor enquire no further into your Offences: 
It is ſufficient that I find no Criminals, 
And therefore I muſt make ſome; if I cannot, ' 
Suffer my ſelf; for ſo runs my Commiſſion. 
Suit. An admirable, zealous and true Juſtice. 
Lick. | cannot hold; if there be any People, 
Of what degree ſoever, or what quality, 5 
at 
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That would behold the wonderful works of Juſtice 
In a new Officer, a Man conceal'd yet, 
Let him repair, and fee, and hear, and wonder 
At the moſt wiſe and gracious Getiams. 
Enter Delphia, and Druſilla. 
Gete. This qualifies a little. What are theſe? * 
Del. You ſhall not mourn ſtill: Times of Recreation, 
To allay this ſadneſs, muſt be ſought. What's here? 9 
A ſuperſtitious Flock of ſenſeleſs People 
Worſhiping a Sign in Office? 
Gets. Lay hold onher, 
And hold her faſt, 
She'll lip thorow your Fingers like an Eel elſe; 
I know her tricks; hold her, I ſay, and bind her, 
Or hang her firſt, and then Fl tell her wherefore. 
Del. What have I done? 
Geta. Thou haſt done enough to undo thee; 


Thou haſt preſſed to the Emperor's Preſence without my 


J being his Key and Image. (Warrant, : 
Del, You are an [mage indeed, FF 
And of the courſeſt ſtuff, and the worſt making 


That cer I look'd on yet; Fil make as good an Image of an 1 4 
Getæ. Beſides, thou art a Woman of a lewd Life. (Aſs. 


Del. Tam no Whore, Sir, nor no common Fame 
Has yet proclaim'd me to the People, vitious. 
Geta, Thou art to me a damnable lewd Woman, 
Which is as much as all the People ſwore it; 
I know thou art a keeper of tame Devils: 
And whereas great and grave Men of my Place 
Can by the Laws be allow'd but one apiece, 
For their own Services and Recreations ; 
Thou, like a traiterous Quean, keep'ſt twenty Devils; 
Twenty in ordinary. 
Del. Pray ye, Sir, be pacified, | 
If that be all; and if ye want a Servant, 
You ſhall have one of mine ſhall ſerve for nothing, 
Faithful, and diligent, and a wiſe Devil too; 
Think for what End. ; 
Geta. Let her alone, tis uſeful; | 
We Men of Buſineſs mult uſe ſpeedy Servants : ] 
* a 
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ct me ſee your Family. 
| Del. Think but one, he is ready. 

Gera. A Devil for intelligence? No, no, 

ee will lie beyond all Travellers. A State-devil? 
either; he will undo me at mine own Weapon. 

or Execution? He will hang me too. 

XJ would have a handſom, pleaſant and a fine She-deyil, 
Lo entertain the Ladies that come to me; 

A travelbd Devil too, that ſpeaks the Tongues, 
And a neat carving Devil. [ Muſick. 
3F Enter a She-devil. 
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Del. Be not fearful. 
Gera. A pretty brown Devil'faith; may I not kiſs her? 
Del. Yes and embrace her too; ſhe is your Servant. 
Fear not, her Lips are cool enough. 

Geta. She is marvellous well mounted; what's her Name? 
Del. Lucifera. | 

Geta. Come hither, Lucifera, and kiſs me. 

Del. Let her fit on your Knee. 

= Gera. The Chair turns, hey-boys : 

Pleaſant i'faith, and a fine facetious Devil. [ Dance. 
Diel. She would whiſper in your Ear, and tell ye won- 
Geta. Come, what's her Name? (ders. 
Del. Luci fera. (burnt to Aſhes. 


Geta. Come, Lucie, come ſpeak thy Mind. I am certain 
[ Exeunt. 


I have a kind of Glaſs-houſe in my Cod-piece. 

Are theſe the flames of State? I am roaſted over, 
Over, and ovcr-roaſted. Is this Office? 

The pleaſures of Authority? I'll no more on't, 

Till I can puniſh Devils too; I'll quit it. 

Some other Trade now, and ſome courſe leſs dangerous, 
Or certainly I'll Tile again for two-pence. [ Exit. 


SCENE Ill. 


Enter Charinus, Aurelia, Caſſana, Ambaſſadors. 
and Attendants. 


Aur. Never diſpute with me, you cannot have her, 


Nor name the greatneſs of your King; ſcorn him: 
Your 


2072 The Propheteſs. 


Your Knees to me are nothing; ſhould he bow too, 
It were his Duty, and my Power to light him. 

Cha. She is her Woman; never ſue to me, 

And in her Power to render her, or keep her; 
And ſhe, my Siſter, not to be compell'd, 
Nor have her own ſnatch'd from her. 

Amb. We deſire not, 

But for what Ranſom ſhe ſhall pleaſe to think of; 
Jewels, or Towns, or Proyinces. 

Aur. No ranſom. 

No, not your King's own Head, his Crown upon it, 
And all the low Subjections of his People. 

Amb. Fair Princes ſhould have tender Thoughts. 

Aur. Is ſhe too good | 
To wait upon the mighty Emperor's Siſter ? 

What Princeſs of that Sweetneſs, or that Excellence, 
Sprung from the proudeſt, and the mightieſt Monarchs, 
But may be highly bleſt ro be my Servant ? 

Caſ. *Tis moſt true, mighty Lady, 

Aur. Has my fair Uſage 
Made you ſo much deſpiſe me and your Fortune, 
That ye grow weary of my Entertainments? 
Henceforward, as ye are, Iwill command ye, 

And as you were ordain'd my Priſoner, 

My Slave, and one I may diſpoſe of any way, 

No more my fair Companion; tell your King ſo: 

And if he had more Siſters, I would have 'em, 

And uſe em as I pleaſe. You have your Anſwer. 
Amb. We muſt take ſome other way, Force muſt 

compel it. [ Exe. 
Enter Maximinian. 

Max. Now if thou be'ſt a Propheteſs, and can'ſt do 
Things of that Wonder that thy Tongue delivers, 
Can'ſt raiſe me too, I ſhall be bound to ſpeak thee: 

J half believe, confirm the other to me, | 

And Monuments to all ſucceeding Ages, 

Of thee, and of thy Piety. Now ſhe eyes me. 

Now work great Power of Art; ſhe moves unto me: 

How ſweet, how fair, and lovely her Aſpects are? 

Her Eyes are like bright Ban Flames ſhot through 5 
| ' Aw, 
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Aur. O my fair Friend, where. have you been? 
Max. What am I 2 
What does ſhe take me for? Work ſtill, work ſtrongly. 


Aur. Where have you fled, my Loves and myEmbraces ? 
Max. I am beyond my Wits. 


| Aur. Can one poor Thunder, 
W hoſe Cauſes are as common as his Noiſes, 
Make ye defer your lawful and free Pleaſures? 
Strike Terror to a Soldier's Heart, a Monarch's? 
Thorow all the Fires of angry Heav'n; thorow Tem- 
That ſing of nothing but Deſtruction, (pelts, 
Even underneath the Bolt of Fove, then ready, 


And aiming dreadfully, I would ſeek you, 
And flie into your Arms. 


Max. I ſhall be mighty, 

And (which I never knew yet) I am goodly; 

For certain, a moſt handſome Man. 
Cha. Fie, Siſter, - 

What a forgetful Weakncfs is this in ye? 

What a light Preſence? Theſe are Words and Offers 

Due only to your Husband, Diocleſian; 

This free Behaviour only his. 
Aur. Tis ſtrange, 

That only empty Names compel Affections: 

This Man, ye ſee, give him what Name or Title, 

Liet it be ne er fo poor, nc'er ſo deſpiſs'd, Brother, 
This lovely Man | 
Max. Though I be hang'd, I'll forward; 

For, certain, 1 am excellent, and knew nor. 
Aur. This rare and ſweet young Man, ſec how he looks, 
Max. I'll juſtle hard, dear Uncle. (Sir. 
Aur. This Thing, I ſay, 

Let him be what he will, or bear what Fortune, 


This moſt unequall'd Man, this ſpring of Beauty, 
Deſerves the Bed of Juno. 


Cha. You are not mad. 


Max. I hope ſhe be; I am ſure I am little better. 
Aur. O fair, ſweet Man! 


Cha. For Shame refrain this Impudence. ( Bleſſing: 
Max. Would 1 had her alone, that 1 might ſeal this 


Sure, 


— 


2074 The Prophereſs. 


Sure, ſure ſhe ſhould not beg: If this continue, 
As Thope Heav'n it will, Uncle, Ill nick ye, 
I'll nick ye, by this Life. Some would fear killing 
In the Purſuit now of fo rare a Venture: 
Enter Diocles. 

I am covetous to die for ſuch a Beauty. 

Mine Uncle comes; now, if ſhe ſtand, I am happy. 
Cha. Be right again, for Honour's ſake. 

Dio. Fair Miſtreſs ———— 

Aur. What Man is this? Away, What ſawcy Fellow? 
Dare any ſuch baſe Groom preſs to ſalute me? 

Dio. Have ye forgot me, Fair, or do you jeſt with me? 
[ll tell ye what I am: Come, pray ye look lovely. 
Nothing but Frowns and Scorns? 

Aur. Who is this Fellow? 

Dio. I'll tell ye who I am; I am your Husband: 

Aur. Husband to me? 

Dio. To you. I am Diocleſſan. 

Max. More of this Sport, and Iam made, old Mother : 
Effect but this thou haſt begun. | 

Dio. J am he, Lady, | 
Reveng'd your Brother's Death; flew cruel Aper: 

I am he the Soldier courts, the Empire honours, 

Your Brother loves; am he, my lovely Miſtreſs, 

Will make you Empreſs of the World. 

Max. Still excellent: 

Now I ſee too, mine Uncle may be cozen'd. 

An Emperor may ſuffer like another. 

Well ſaid, old Mother, hold but up this Miracle. 
Aur. Thou ly'ſt, thou art not he; thou a brave Fellow? 
Cha. Is there no Shame, no Modeſty in Women? 
Aur. Thou one of high and full Mark? 

Dio. Gods, what ails the? 

Aur. Generous and noble? Fie thou lieſt mot baſcly. 
Thy Face, and all Aſpect upon thee, tells me 
Thou art a poor Dalmatian Slave, a low thing 
Not worth the Name of Roman: Stand off tarther. 

Dio. What may this mean? = 

Aur. Come hither, my Endymion ; 
Come, ſhew thy ſelf, and all Eyes be bleſſed in thee. - 

Dio. Hah? what is this? | Aur. 
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Aur. Thou fair Star that I live by, 
Look lovely on me, break into full Brightneſs: 
Look, here's a Face now, of another making, 
Another Mold; here's a divine Proportion, 
Eyes fit for Phœ bus ſelf, to gild the World with; 
And there's a Brow arch'd like the State of Heav'n; 
Look how it bends, and with what Radience, 
As if the Synod of the Gods fate under: 
Look there, and wonder; now behold that Fellow, 
That admirable thing, cut with an Ax out. 
Max. Old Woman, though I cannot givethee recom- 
Yet, certainly, I'll make thy Name as glorious. ( pence, 
Dio. Is this in truth? 8 
Cha. She is mad, and you muſt pardon her. 
Dio. She hangs upon him, ſee. 
Cha. Her Fit is ſtrong now : 
Be not you paſſionate. 
Dio. She kiſſes. 
Cha. Let her; 
Tis but the Fondneſs of her Fit. 
Dio. 1 am fool'd, 
And if I ſuffer this. 
Cha. Pray ye, Friend, be pacify'd, 
This will be off anon: She goes in. [Exit Aurelia, 
Dio. Sirrah. 
Max. What ſay you, Sir? 
Dio. How dare thy Lips, thy baſe Lips? 
Max. I am your Kinſman, Sir, and no ſuch baſe one: 
I ſought no Kiſſes, nor I had no Reaſon 
To kick the Princeſs from me; twas no Manners: 
I never yet compell'd her, of her Courteſie 
What ſhe beſtows, Sir, I am thankful for. 
Dio. Be gone, Villain. 
Max. I will, and I will go off with that Glory, 
And magnifie my Fate. | | og 
Dio. Good Brother leave me, 
I am to my ſelf a trouble now. 
Cha, I am ſorry for't. | 
You'll find it but a Woman-Fit to try ye, | 
Dio. It may be ſo; I hope ſo, 
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Cha. I am aſham'd, and what I think I bluſh at. "Exit 


Dio. What Miſery hath my great Fortune bred me? 
And how far muſt I ſuffer ? Poor and low States, 
Though they know Wants and Hungers, kno not theſe, 
Know not theſe killing Fates: Littl- contents them, 
And with that little they live, Kings commanding, 
And ordering both their Ends and Loves. O Honour! 
How greedily Men ſeek thee; and once purchaſed, 
How many Enemies to Man's Peace bring'ſt thou? 
How many Griets and Sorrows, that like Sheers, 

Like fatal Sheers, are ſhecring off our Lives ſtil]? 

How many fad Eclipſes do we ſhine through? 

Enter Delphia, and Druſilla verPd. 

When I preſum'd I was bleſs'd in this fair Woman. 
Del. Behold him now, and tell me how thou lik'ſt him. 
Dio. When all my Hopes were up, an] Fortune dealt me 

Even for the greateſt and the happieſt Monarch, 

Then to be cozen'd, to be cheated baſely? 

By mine own Kinſman croſs'd? O Villain Kinſman! 

Curſe of my Blood; becauſe a little younger, 

A little ſmother ſacd: O falſe, falſe ons. nh 

Falſe and forgetful of thy Faith; I'll kill him. 

But can I kill her Hate too ? No, he woes not, 

Nor worthy is of Death, becauſe ſhe follows him, 

Becauſe ſhe courts him : Shall I kill an Innocent? 

O Diocles! Would thou hadſt never known this, 

Nor ſurfeited upon this ſweer Ambition, 

That now lyes bitter at thy Heart: O Fortune, 

That thou haſt none to Fool and blow like Bubbles, 

But Kings, and their Contents 
Del. What think ye now, Girl? | 
Dru. Upon my Life, I pity his Misfortune. 

See how he weeps; I cannot hold. 

Del. Away Fool; | 
He muſt weep bloody Tears before thou haſt him. 
How fare ye now, brave Diocleſian? | 
What? Lazy in your Loves? Has too much pleaſure 
DulPd your moſt mighty Faculties? 

Dio. Art thou there? 

More to torment me? Doſt thou come to mock me? | 

| ; Des. 
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Del. I do, and I do laugh at all thy ſufferings. | 
I that have wrought 'em come to ſcorn thy wailings ; | 
I told thee once, This is thy Fate, this Woman, | 
And as thou uſeſt her, ſo thou ſhalt proſper. | 
It is not in thy power to turn this Deſtiny, 

Nor ſtop the torrent of thoſe Miſerics 

(If thou neglect'ſt her ſtill) ſhall fall upon thee, 

Sigh that thou art diſhoneſt, falle of Faith, 

Proud, and doſt think no Power can croſs thy Pleaſures 
Thou wilt find a Fate above thee. 

Dru. Good Aunt, ſpeak mildly ; 

See how he looks and ſuffers. 

Dio. 1 find and feel, Woman, 

That I am miſerable. 

Del. Thou art moſt miſcrable. 

Dio. That as I am the moſt, I am moſt miſerable. 
But didſt thou work this ? 1 
Del. Ves, and will purſue it. 

Dio. Stay there, and have ſome pity; fair Drigſilla, 
Let me perſwade thy Mercy, thou haſt lov'd me, 
Although I know my Suit will ſound unjuſtly 
To make thy Love the means to loſe it ſelt, 

Have pity on me. 
Dru. I will do. | , 
Del. Peace, Neice. 
Although this ſoftneſs may become your Love, | 
Your Care muſt ſcorn it. Let him ſtill contemn thee, 
And ſtill P11 work; the fame Affection 
He ever ſhews to thee, be it ſweet or bitter, 
The ſame Aurelia ſhall ſhew him; no further: 
Nor ſhall the wealth of all his Empire free this. 
Dio. I muſt ſpeak fair. Lovely young Maid, forgive me, 
Look gently on my Sorrows: You that grieve too, 
I ſee it in your Eyes, and thus I mcet it. 
Dru. O Aunt, I am bleſs'd. 
Dio. Be not both young and crucl, 
Again I beg it, thus. | 
Enter Aurelia. 
Dru. Thus, Sir, I grant it. 
He's mine own now, Aunt. 
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Del. Not yet, Girl; thou art cozen'd. (ence ? 
Aur. O my dear Lord, how have I wrong'd your Pati- 
How wandred from the truth of my Affections? 
How, like a wanton Fool, ſhun'd that I lov'd moſt? 
But you are full of Goodneſs to forgive, Sir, 
As Jof Grief to beg, and Shame to take it: 
Sure I was not my ſelf, ſome ſtrange Illuſion, 
Or what you pleaſe to pardon, 
Dio. All, my Deareſt ; 
All my Delight; and with more pleaſure take thee, 
Than if there had been no ſuch Dream; for certain, 
It was no more. | 
Aur. Now you have ſeaPd Forgiveneſs, 
I rake my leave, and the Gods keep your om” , 
it. 
Del. You ſee how kindneſs proſpers; be but ſo kind 
To marry her, and ſee then what new Fortunes, 


New Joys, and Pleaſures ; far beyond this Lady, 
Beyond her Greatneſs too. 


Dio. VN die a Dog firſt. 

Now I am reconcil'd, I will enjoy her 

In ſpight of all thy Spirite, and thy Witchcrafts. 
Del. Thou ſhalt not, Fool. | 
Dio. I will, old doating Devil; | 

And wert thou any thing but Air and Spirit, 

My Sword ſhould tell rhee. 
Del. I contemn thy Threatnings, 

And thou ſhalt know I hold a Power above thee. 

We muſt remove Aurelia: Come, farewel Fool, 

When thou ſhalt ſee me next, thou ſhalt bow to me. 
Dio. Look thou appear no more to croſs my Pleaſures. 


[ Exennt. 


AC TFF. 
Enter Chorus. 
80 full of Matter is our Hiſtory, 


Tet mix d, I hope, with ſweet Variety, 
The Accidents not vulgar too, but rare, 
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And fit to be preſented, that there wants 

m in this narrow Stage, and Time to expreſs 
In Action to the Life, our Diocleſian 
In his full Luſtre : Tet (as the Statuarie, 
That by the large ſize of Alcides Foot, 
Gueſs d at bis whole proportion) 7 we hope, 
Tour apprebenſrve Fudgments will conceive 
Out . Shadow we can only ſbem, 
How fair the Body was; and will be pleaſed, 
Our of your wonted Goodneſs, to behold, 
As in a filent Mirror, what we cannot 
With fit conveniency of Time, allow'd 
For ſuch Preſentments, cloath in Vocal Sounds, 
Tet with ſuch Art the Subject is convey'd, 
That every Scene and Paſſage ſhall be clear 
Even to the groſſeſt Underſtandey here. 

[Loud Muſick 


Dumb Shew. 


Enter (at one Door) Delphia, Ambaſſadors, they 
whiſper together; they take an Oath upon her Hand; 
She circles them (kneeling) with her Magick Rod 5 
They riſe and draw their Swords. Exter (at the other 
Door) Diocleſiau, Charinus, Maximinian, Niger, Aure- 
lia, Caſſana, Guard; Charinus and Niger perſwading Au- 
relia; She offers to imbrace Maximinian, Diocles draws 
his Sword, keeps off Maximinian, turns to Aurelia, 
kneels to her, lays his Sword at her Fect, ſhe ſcornfully 
turns away: Delphia gives a ſign; the Ambaſſadors and 
Soldiers ruſh upon them, ſeiſe on Aurelia, Caſſana, (ha- 
rims, and Maximinian; Dioclefian and others offer to 


W reſcue them, Delphia raiſes a Miſt : Exeuut Ambaſſadors 


and Priſoners, and the reſt diſcontented. 


The 5kilful Delphia finding by ſure Proof 
The Preſence of Aurelia dim d the Beauty 
Of ber Druſilla; and in ſpight of Charms, 
The Emperor her Brother, Great Charinus, 
Still urg d her to the Love of Diocleſian, 
Deals with the Perſian Legats, that were bound 
DEE ar — - -. --- For 


2080 The Proph:teſs. 


For the Ranſom of Caſſana, to remove 

Aurelia, Maximinian, and Charinus 

Out of the fight of Rome; but takes their Oaths 
In lieu of her Affiſtance) that they ſhall not, 

On any terms, when they were in their Power, 
Preſume to touch their Lives: This yielded to, 
They lye in Ambuſh for em. Diocleſian 

Still mad for fair Aurelia, that dated 
As much upon Maximinian, twice had kilPd him, 
But that her Fraun reſtrain'd bim: He purſues her 
With all Humility, but ſhe continues 

Proud and diſclainful The Sign given by Delphia, 
The Perſians break thorom, and ſeize upon 
Charinus and his Siſter, with Maximinian, 

And free Caſſana. For their ſpeedy Reſcue, 
Enraged Diocleſian draws his Sword, 

And bids bis Guard affiſt bim: Then too weak 
Had been all Oppoſition and Reſiſtance, 

The Perſians could have made againſt their Fury, 
If Delphia by her Cunning had not rais'd 

A fogey Miſt, which as a Cloud conceaPd them, 
Deceiving their Purſuers. Now be pleas d, 
That your Imaginations may help you 

To think them ſafe in Perſia, and Diocleſian 
For this Diſaſter circled round with Sorrow, 
Jet mindful of the wrong, Their future Fortunes 
We will preſent in Action; and are bold 

In that which follows, that the moſt ſhall ſay, 
"T was well begun, but the End cromm d the Play. 


Es. 
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7 
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{ Exit, 
. 


Euter Diocles, Niger, Senators, and Guard. 


Dio. Talk not of Comfort; I have broke my Faith, 
And the Gods fight againſt me: And proud Man, 
However magnified, is but as Duſt | 
Before the raging Whirlwind of their Juſtice. 
What is it to be great? Ador'd on Earth? 


W hen the immortal Powers that are above us ; 
= Y : Turn 


The Propheteſs. 2281 


Turn all our Bleſſings into horrid Curſes, 
And laugh at our Reſiſtance, or Prevention 
Of what they purpole ? O the Furies that 
I fee] within me! Whip'd on, by their Angers, 
For my Tormentors. Could it elſe have been 
In Nature, that a few poor fugitive Perſians, 
Unfriended, and unarm'd too, could ha e rob'd me 
In Rome, the World's Metropolis, and her Glory; 
In Rome, where I command, inviron'd round 
With ſuch invincible Troops that know no fear, 
But want of noble Enemics) of thoſe Jewels 
I priz'd above my Life, and I want Power 
To free them, if thoſe Gods | have provok'd 
Had nor given ſpirit to the Undertakers, 
And in their deed protected *em ? 
Nig. Great Caſar, | 
Your Safety does confirm you are their care, 
And that howe'er their practices reach others, 
You ſtand above their Malice, 
1 Sen. Rome in us 
Offers (as means to further your Revenge) 
The Lives of her beſt Citizens, 
And all they ſtand poſſeſs'd of. 
1 Guard, Do but lead us on 
With that invincible and undaunted Courage 
Which waited bravely on you, when you appcar'd 
The Minion of Conqueit, married rather 
To glorious Victory, and we will crag 
(Though all the Enemies of Lite conlpire 
Againſt our Undertakinzs) the proud Perſian 
Out of his ſtrongeſt hold. 
2 Guard. Be but your ſelt, 
And do not talk but do. 
3 Guard. Vou have Hands and Swords, 
Limbs to make up a well proportion'd Army, 
That only want in you an Head to lead us. | 
Dio. The Gods reward your Goodneſs; and believe, 
Howe'er (for ſome great Sin) I am mark'd out 
The object of their Hate, though Fove ſtood ready 
To dart his threc- fold Thunder on this Head, | 
vp Ff 3 It 
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It could not fright me from a fierce Purſuit 
Of my Revenge: I will redeem my Friends, 
And with my Friends mine Honour; at leaſt fall 
Like to my felt, a Soldier. F 
Nig. Now we hear 
Great Dioclefian ſpeak. 
Dio. Draw up our Legions. 
And let it be your care, my much lov'd Niger, 
To haiten the remove: And Fellow-foldiers, 
Your love to me will teach you to endure 
Both long and tedious Marches. 
1 Guard. Die he accurs'd | 
That thinks of Reſt or Sleep, before he ſets 
His Foot on Perſian Earth. 
Nig. We know our Glory: 
The Dignity of Rome, and what's above 
All can be urg'd, the Quiet of your Mind, 
Depends upon our haſte. 
Dio. Remove to Night; 
Five days ſhall bring me to you. 
All. Happineſs 
To Ceſar, and glorious Victory. [ Exennt. 
Dio. The cheerfulneſs of my Soldiers gives aſſurance 
Of good ſucceſs abroad; if firſt I make 
My Peace at home here. There is ſomething chides me, 
And ſharply tells me, that my breach of Faith 
To Delphia and Druſilla, is the ground 
Of my Misforrunes: And I muſt remember, 
While I was loy'd, and in great Delphia's Grace, 
She was as my good Angel, and bound Fortune 
To proſper my Deſigns; 1 muſt appeaſe her: 
Ler others pay their Knees, their Vows, their Praycrs 
To weak imagin'd Powers; ſhe is my All, 
And thus I do invoke her. Knowing Delphia, 
Thou more than Woman, and though thou vouchſafeſt 
To r the Earth with thy celeſtial Steps, 
And taſte this groſſer Air, thy heav'nly Spirit 
Hath free acceſs to all the ſecret Counſels 
Which a full Senate of the Gods determine 
When they conſider Man: The Braſs-leav'd Book 
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Of Fate lies open to thee, where thou read'ſt, 
And faſhioneſt rhe Deſtinies of Men 
At thy wiſh'd pleaſure: Look upon thy Creature, 
And as thou twice haſt pleaſed to appear 
To reprehend my Falſhood, now vouchſafe 
To ſee my low Submiſſion. | Delphia and Druſilla appear, 
Del. What's thy Will? 
Falſe, and unthankful, (and in that deſerv ing 
All human Sorrows) dar'ſt thou hope from me 
Relicf or Comfort ? 
Dio. Penitence does appeaſe 
Th'incenſed Powers, and Sacrifice takes off 
Their heavy Angers; thus | tender both : 
The Maſter of great Rowe, and in that, Lord 
Of all the Sun gives heart and being to, 
Thus ſues for Mercy: Be bur as thou wert, 
The Pilot to the Bark of my good Fortunes, 
And once more ſteer my Actions to the Port 
Of glorious Honour, and if I fall off 
Hereafter from my Faith to this ſweet Virgin, 
Join with thoſe Powers that puniſh Perjury, 
To make me an Example, to deter | 
Others from bcing falle. 
Dru. Upon my Soul 
You may believe him; nor did he cer purpoſe 
To me but nobly; he made Tryal how 
I could endure Unkindneſs; I fee Truth 
Triumphant in his Sorrow. Deareſt Aunt, 
Both credit him, and help him; and on aſſurance 
That what I plead for, you cannot deny, 
I raiſe him thus, and with this willing Kiſs 
I ſeal his Pardon. 
Dio. O that I &er look'd | 
Beyond this Abſtract of all Womans goodneſs. 
Del, I am thine again; thus I e our League; 
I know thy Wiſhes, and how much thou ſuffer'ſt 
In Honour for thy Friends; thou ſhalt repair all, 
For to thy Fleer I'll give a fore-right wind 
To pals the Perſian Gulf; remove all lets 
That may moleſt thy Soldiers in their March 
| Aa 4 
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That paſs by Land; and Deſtiny is falſe, 
If thou prove not Victorious: Vet remember, 
When thou art rais'd up to the higheſt point 
Of human Happineſs, ſuch as move beyond it 
Muſt of neceflity deſcend. Think on't, 


And uſe thoſe Bleſſings that the Gods pour on you 
With moderation. 


Dio. As their Oracle 
I hear you, and obey you, and will follow 
Your grave directions. 

Del. You will not repent it. Exeunt. 


NE . 


Enter Niger, Geta, Guard, Soldiers, and Enſigns. 


Nig. How do you like your entrance to the W ar ? 
W hen the wholc Body of the Army moves, 
Shews it not gloriouſly ? 
Geta. *Tis a fine May-game; 
Put eating and drinking | think are forbad in't, 
(i mean, with leaſure) we walk on, and feed 
Like hungry Boys that haſte to School ; or as 
We carried Fiſh to the City, dare ſtay no where, 
For fear our Ware ſhould ſtink, 
1 Guard. That's the neceſſity 
Of our ſpeedy March. . 
Geta. Sir, I do love my eaſe, 
And though I hate all Sears of Judicature, 
1 mcan in the City, for conveniency, 
I ſtill will be a Juſtice in the War, 
And ride upon my Foot-cloth. I hope a Captain 
(And a Gown'd Captain too) may be diſpens'd with, 
I tell you, and do not mock me, when I was poor, 
I could endure like others, Cold and Hunger; 
But fince I grew rich, let but wy Finger ake, 
Or feel but the leaſt pain in my great Toe, 
Unleſs I have a Doctor, mine own Doctor, 
That may aſſure me, I am gone. 
Nig. Come, fear not; 
You ſhall want nothing, 
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1 Guard. We will make you fight 


As you were mad. 
Gesa. 150 much of fighting, Friend; 
It is thy ee, that art a common Soldier; 


We Ofhcc:is, by our place, may ſhare the Spoil, 
And never: {wear tor'r. 
2 Guard. You ſhall kill for practice 
Bur our dozen or two a Day. 
Geta. 'Thou talk'ſt as if 
Thou wert louſing thy ſelt; but yet I will make danger 
If I prove one of the Worthies, ſo: However, s 
I'll have the tear of the Gods before my Eyes, 
And do no hurt, 1 warrant you, 
Nig. Come, march on, 
And humour him tor our Mirth. 
1 Guard, Tis a fine Peak-gooſe. 


Ng. But one that fools to the Emperor, and in that, 
A wile Man and a Soldier. 


1 Guard, True Morality. [ Exeunt. 


r IV; 


Enter Coſroe, Caſſana, Perſians; and Charinus, Maxi- 
minian, Aurelia, (bound) with Soldiers. 


Coſ. Now by the Perſian Gods, moſt truly welcome, 
Encompals'd thus with Tributary Kings, 
I entertain you. Lend your helping Hands 
To ſeat her by me; and thus rais'd, bow all, 
To do her Honour: O, my beſt Caſſana, 
Siſter, and Partner of my Life and Empire, 
We'll teach thee to forget with preſent Pleaſures 
Thy late Captivity ; and this proud Roman, 
That us'd thee as a Slave, and did diſdain 
A Princely Ranlom, ſhall, if ſhe repine, 
Be forc'd by various Tortures to adore 
What ſhe of late contemn'd. 
Caſ. All Greatneſs ever 


Attend Caſroe: Though Perſia be ſtil'd 
The 
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The Nurſe of Pomp and Pride; we'll leave to Rome 
Her Native Cruelty, For know, Aurelia, 
A Roman Princeſs, and a Ceſar's Siſter, 
Though now, like thee captiv'd, 1 can forget, 
Thy barbarous Uſage: and though thou to me, 
When! was in thy Power, didſt ſhew thy ſelf 
A moſt inſulting Tyranneſs, I to thee 
May prove a gentle Miſtreſs. 

Aur. O my Stars, | 
A Mittreſs? can I love, and owe that Name 
To Fleſh and Blood ? I was born to command, 
Train'd up in Soveraignty ; and I, in Death, 
Can quit the Name F Slave: She that ſcorns Life, 
May mock Captivity. 

Cha. Rome will be Rome 
When we are nothing; and her Pow'rs the ſame 
Which you once quak'd at. 
Max. Diocleſian lives; 
Hear it, and tremble: Lives, thou King of Perſia, 
The Maſter of his Fortune, and his Honour: 
And though by deviliſh Arts we were ſurpriz'd, 
And made the Prey of Magick and of Theft, 
And not won nobly, we ſhall be redeem d, 
And by a Roman War; and cvery Wrong 
We ſuffer here, with intereſt be return'd 
On the inſulting Docr. 

1 Per. Sure theſe Romans 
Are more than Men. 

2 Per, Their great Hearts will not yield, 
They cannot bend to any adverſe Fate, 
Such is their Confidence. 

Coſ. They then ſhall break. 
Why, you rebellious Wretches, dare you till 
Contend, when the leaſt breath, or nod of mine 
Marks you out for the fire? or to be made 1 
The Prey of Wolves or Vultures? The vain Name 
Of Roman Legions, I flight thus, and ſcorn 
And for that boaſted Bug- bear, Diocleſian, 
Which you preſume on, would he were the Maſter 
But of the Spirit, to meet me in the Field, 


He 
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He ſoon ſhould find, that our immortal Squadrons, 
That with full numbers ever are ſupply'd, 
(Could it be poſſible they ſhould decay) 
Dare front his boldeſt Troops, and ſcatter 'm, 
As an high towring Falcon on her Stretches, 
Severs the fearful Fowl. And by the Sun, 
The Moon, the Winds, the nouriſheis of Life, 
And by this Sword, the inſtrument of Death, 
Since that you fly not humbly to our Mercy, 
But yet dare hope your liberty by Force; 
If Diocleſian dare not attempt 
To free you with his Sword, all Slavery 
That Cruelty can find out to make you wretched, 
Falls heavy on you. 

Max. If the Sun keeps his Courſe, 
And the Earth can bear his Soldiers March, I fear not. 
Aur. Or Liberty, or Revenge. 
Cha. On that I build too. Trumpet. 
Aur. A Roman Trumpet! 
Max. *Tis: Comes it not like 
A Pardon to a Man condemn'd ? 
Enter Niger. 


Cf. Admit him. 

The purpoſe of thy coming ? 

Nig. My gr-at Maſter, | 
The Lord of Rome, (in that all Power is ſpoken) 
Hoping that thou wilt 00 a noble Enemy, 

And (in thy bold Reſiſtance) worth his Conqueſt, 
Dekies thee, Coſroe. 

Max. There is fire in this. 

Nie. And to encourage thy laborious Powers 

To tug for Empire, dares thee to the Field, 

With this aſſurance, if thy Sword can win him, 
Or force his Legions with thy barbed Horſe, 

But to forſake their Ground, that not alone 
Wing'd Victory ſhall take ſtand on thy Tent, 

But all the Provinces and Kingdoms held 

By the Roman Garriſons in this Eaſtern World, 
Shall be delivered up, and he himſelf 
Acknowledge thee his Sovereign. In return 

Of this large Offer, he asks only this, That 


*Tis but a ſcratch. 
ls but a ſcratch with you: o' your Occupation, 


My Face was bad enough; but now I look 


| 
. 
. 
| 
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That 'till the doubtful Dye of War determine 

Who has moſt Power, and ſhould command the other, 

Thou wouldſt entreat thy Priſoners like their Births, 

And not their preſent Fortune; and to bring em 

Guarded, into thy Tent, with thy beſt Strengths, 

Thy ableſt Men of War, and thou thy (elf 

Sworn to make good the Place. And if he fail 

(Maugre all Oppoſition can be made) 

In his own Perſon to compel his Way, 

And fetch them ſafely off, the Day is thine, 

And he, like theſe, thy Priſoner. 

Coſ. Though I receive this 

But as a Roman Brave, I do embrace it, 

And love the Sender. Tell him, I will brin 

My Priſoners to the Field, and without odds, 

Againſt his ſingle Force, alone defend 'em ; 

Or elſe with equal Numbers. Courage, noble Princes, 

And let Poſterity record, that we 

This memorable Day reſtor'd to Perſia, 

That Empire of the World, great Philip's Son 

Raviſh'd trom us, and Greece gave up to Rome. 

This our ſtrong Comfort, that we cannot fall 

Ingloriouſly, fince we contend for all. Exeuut. 
| Flouriſh, Alarms, 


Sd CE ME IV; 


| Enter Geta, Guard and Soldiers. 
Geta. I'll ſwear the Peace againſt em, I am hurt, 
Run for a Surgeon, or I faint. 
1 Guard. Bear up Man, 


Geta. Scoring a Man o'er the Coxcomb. 


Your ſcurvy ſcuffling Trade: I was told before 


Like bloody Bone, and raw Head, to fright Children; 
I am for no uſe elſe. . 1 ba 
2 Guard. Thou ſhalt fright Men. 
1 Guard. You look fo terrible now; but ſee your Face 
| 80 | In 
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In the Pummel of my Sword. 

Geta. I dic, I am gone. 
Oh my {ſweet Phy ſiognomy. 

Enter three Pexſians. 

2 Guard, They come; 
Now fight, or dic indced. 

Geta. I will ſcape this way : 
I cannot hold my Sword: W hat would you have 
Ot a maim'd Man? 

1 Guard. Nay, then I have a Goad 
To prick you forward, Ox. 

2 Guard. Fight like a Man, 
Or dic like a Dog. 

Geta. Shall I, like Ceſar fall 
Among my Friends? No Mercy? Et tu Brute? 
You ſhall not have the Honour of my Death, 
Tl fall by the Enemy firſt. 

1 Guard. O brave, brave Getaz [| Perſians driven off. 
He plays the Devil now. 

Euter Niger. 

Niger. Make up for Honour, 
The Perſians ſhrink. The Paſſage is laid open, 
Great Diocleſian like a ſecond Mars, 
His ſtrong Arm govern'd by the fierce Bellona, 
Performs more than a Man: His Shield ftruck full 
Of Perſian Darts, which now are his Defence 
Againſt the Enem es Swords, {till leads the way. 
Of all the Pegian Forces, one ſtrong Squadron, 

[Alarms continued. 

In which Coſroe in his own Perſon fights, 
Stands firm, and yet unrouted: Break through that, 
The Day, and all is ours, [ Retreat 

All. Victory, Victory. [Exeunt. Flouriſh 


SC RNE_ VI 
Enter (in Triumph with Roman Enſigns) Guard, Diocleſian 
Charinus, Aurelia, Maximinian, Niger, Gera Coſroe, 
Caſſana,Perſians,as Priſoners; Delphia, Druſilla privately. 
Dio. I am rewarded in the Act: Your Freedom 
To me's ten thouſand Triumphs: You, Sir, ſhare 


In 
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In all my Glories. And unkind Aurelia, 
From being a Captive, ſtill command the Victor. 
Nephew, remember by whoſe gift you are free: 
You l afford my pity; baſer Minds 
Inſult on the afflicted. You ſhall know, 
Virtue and Courage is admir'd and loy'd 
In Enemies, but more of that hereafter. 
Thanks to your Valour; to your Swords I owe 
This Wreath triumphant, Nor be thou forgot, 
My firſt poor Bondman. Gera, I am glad 
Thou art turn'd a Fighter. 
Geta. Twas againſt my Will; 
But now I am content with't. 
Char. But imagine 6 
What Honours can be done to you beyond theſe, 
Tranſcending all Example; 'tis in you 
To will, in us to ſerve it. 
Nig. We will have 
His Statue of pure Gold ſet in the Capitol, 
And he that bows not to it as a God, 
Makes forfeit of his Head. 
Marx. I burft with Envy; 
And yet theſe Honours, which conferr'd on me, 
Would make me pace on Air, ſeem not to move him. 
Dio. Suppoſe this done, or were it poſſible 
I could rife higher ſtill, I am a Man, 
And all theſe Glories, Empires heap'd upon me, 
Confirm'd by conftant Friends and faithful Guards, 
Cannot defend me from a ſhaking Feaver, 
Or bribe the uncorrupted Dart of Death 
To ſpare me one ſhort Minute. Thus adorn'd 
In theſe triumphant Robes, my Body yields not 
A greater Shadow than it did when I 
Liv'd both poor and obſcure; a Sword's ſharp Point} 
Enters my Fleſh as far; Dreams break my Sleep 
As when I was a private Man; my Paſſions 
Are ſtronger Tyrants on me; nor is Greatneſs 
A ſaving Antidote to keep me from 
A Traitor's Poiſon, Shall I praiſe my Fortune, 
Or raiſe the building of my Happineſs fy 


On 
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On her uncertain Favour ? Or preſume 
She is my own, and ſure, that yet was never 
Conſtant to any? Should my Reaſon fail me 
(As flattery oft corrupts it) here's an Example, 
To ſpeak how far her Smiles are to be truſted; 
The riſing Sun, this Morning, faw this Man 
The Perſian Monarch, and thoſe Subjects proud 
That had the Honour but to kiſs his Feet 
And yet e' er his diurnal Progreſs ends, 
He is the ſcorn of Fortune: But you'll ſay, 
That the forſook him for his want of Courage, 
But never leaves the Bold. Now by my hopes 
Of Peace and Quiet here, I never met 
A braver Enemy: And to make it good, 
Coſroe, Caſſana, and the reſt, be free, 
And Ranſomeleſs return. 
Coſ. To ſee this Virtue 
Is more to me than Empire; and to be 
O'ercome by you, a glorious Victory. 
Max. W hat a Devil means he next ? 
Dio, 1 know that Glory 
Is like Alcides Shirt, if it ſtay on us 
Till Pride hath mix'd it with our Blood; nor can we 
Part with it at Pleaſure, when we would uncaſe, 
It brings along with it both Fleſh and Sine ws, 
And leaves us living Monſters. 
Max. Would it were come 
To my turn to put it on, Id run the hazard. 
Dio. No, I will not be pluck'd out by the Ears 
Out of this glorious Caſtle; uncompell'd 
I will ſurrender rather: Let it ſuffice, 
J have touch'd the height of human Happineſs, 
And here I fix Nil ultra. Hitherto 
I have hv'd a Servant to ambitious 'Thoughts, 
And fading Glories; what remains of Life, 
I dedicate to Virtue; and to kee 
My Faith untainted, farewel Pride and Pomp, 
And circumſtance of glorious Majeſty, 
Farewel for ever. Nephew, I have noted, 
That you have long with fore Eyes look'd upon 
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My flouriſhing Fortune ; you ſhall have poſſeſſion 
Ot my Felicity: I deliver up 
My Empire, and this Jem I priz'd above it, 
And all things elſe that made me worth your Envy, 
Freely unto you. Gentle Sir, your Suffrage, 
To ſtrengthen this; the Soldiers love I doubt not; 
His Valour, Gentlemen, will deſerve your Favours, 
Which let my Prayers further. All is yours. 
But I have been too liberal, and giv'n that 
I muſt beg back again. 

Max. What am I faln from? 

Dio. Nay, ſtart not: It is only the poor Grange, 
The Patrimony which my Father left me, 
I would be 'Tenant to. 

Max. Sir, I am yours : 
I will attend you there. 

Dio. No, keep the Court, 
Seek you in Rome for Honour: I will labour 
To find content elſewhere. Diſſwade me not, 
By „1 am reſolv'd. And now Drigſilla, 
4 7 poor as when I vow'dto make thee 
My Wife, if thy Love ſince hath felt no change, 
I am ready to perform it. 
Dru. 1 ſtill lov'd 
Your Perſon, not your Fortunes; in a Cottage, 
Being yours, I am an Empreſs. 

Del. And I'll make 
The Change moſt happy. 

Dio. Do me then the Honour, 
To ſee my Vow perform'd. You but attend 
My Glories to the Urn; where be it Aſhes, 
Welcome my mean Eſtate; and as a due, 
Wiſh Reſt to me, I Honour unto you. 


[ Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Euter Chorus. 


Cho. HE Mar with Glory ended, and Coſroe, 
Acknowledging his Fealty to Charinus, 

Diſmiſs'd in Peace, returns to Perſia : 

The reſt, arriving ſafely unto Rome, 
Are entertain'd with Trinmphs : Maximimian, 

By the grace and interceſſion of his Uncle, 

Saluted Cæſar: but good Diocleſian, 

Weary of Pomp and State, retires himſelf 

With a ſmall Train, to a moſt private Grange 

In Lombardy z where the glad Conntry ſtrives 

With Rural Sports to give him Entertainment: 

With which delighted, he with eaſe forgets 

All ſpecious Trifles, and ſecurely taſtes 

The certain Pleaſures of a private Life. 

But oh Ambition, that eats into, 

With venom d Teeth, true Thankfulneſs and Honour, 
And to ſupport her Greatneſs, faſhions Fears, 
Doubts, and Preventions to decline all dangers, 
Which in the place of Safety, prove her Ruin: 

All which be pleas'd to ſee in Maximinian, 

To whom, his confer'd Sovereignty was like 

A large Sail filld full with a fore-right Wind, 
That drowns a ſmaller Bark: And he oi ae 
Into Ingratitude, makes no ſtop in Miſchief, 

But violently runs on. Allow Maximinian all, 

onour, and Empire, abſolute Command z N 

Flt being ill, long Great he cannot ſtand. [ Exit. 


Te 
SCENE II. 


Enter Maximinian and Aurclia. 


Aur.W hy droops my Lord, my Love, my Life, my Coſar? 
How ill this dullneſs doth comport with Greatneſs? 
Does not, with open Arms, your Fortune court you? 
Rome know you for her Maſter? I my ſelf 

Vol. IV. l G g 5 Con- 
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Confeſs you for my Husband ? love, and ſerve you? 
If you contemn not theſe, and think them Curſes, 
I know no Bleſſings that ambitious Fleſh | 
Could with to feel beyond 'em. 
Max. Beſt Aurelia, 
The Parent and the Nurſe to all my Glories, 
*Tis not that thus embracing you, I think 
There is a Hcav'n beyond it, that begets 
Theſe ſad Retirements; but the fear to loſe 
What it is Hell to part with: Better to have liv'd 
Poor and obſcure, and never ſcal'd the top 
Of hilly Empire, than to die with fear 
To be thrown headlong down, almoſt as ſoon 
As we have reach'd it. ö 
Aur, Thele are Pannick Terrors 
You faſhion to your ſelf: Is not my Brother 
(Your Equal and Co-partner in the Empire) 
Vow'd and confirm'd your Friend? the Soldier conſtant? 
Hath not your Uncle Diocleſian taken 
His laſt farewel o'th* World? What then can ſhake ye? 
Max. The Thought I may be ſhaken, and aſſurance 
That what we do poſſeſs is not our own, 
But has depending on another's favour: 
For nothing's more uncertain, my Aurelia, 
Than Power that ſtands not on his proper Baſis, 
But borrows his Foundation. II! make plain 
My cauſe of doubts and fears; for what ſhould I 
Conceal from you, that are to be familiar 
With my moſt private Thoughts? Is not the Empire 
My Uncle's gift? and may he not reſume it 
Upon the leaſt diſtaſte? Does not Charinus 
Croſs me in my deſigns? And what is Majeſty 
When *tis divided? Does not the inſolent Soldier 
Call my Command his Donative? And what can take 
More from our Honour? No, my wiſe Aurelia, 
If I to you am more than all the World, _ 
As ſure you are to me; as we deſire | 
To be ſecure, we mutt be abſolute, * 
And know no Equal ; when your Brother borrows 
The little Splendor that he has from us, 100 
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And we are ſerv'd for fear, not at entreaty, 
We may live ſafe; but 'till then, we but walk 
With heavy burthens on a Sea of Glaſs, 
And our own weight will ſink us. 

Aur. Your Mother brought you 
Into the World an Emperor; you perſwade 


But what I would have counſel'd : Nearneſs of Blood, 


Reſpect of Piety, and Thankfulneſs, 

And all the holy dreams of virtuous Fools, 

Muſt vaniſh into nothing, when Ambition, | 
'The maker of great Minds, and nurſe of Honour, 
Puts in for Empire. On then, and forget 

Your ſimple Uncle; think he was the Maſter 

(In being once an Emperor) of a Jewel, 

W hoſe worth and uſe he knew not: For Charinus, 
No more my Brother, if he be a ſtop 

To what you purpoſe z he to me's a Stranger, 
And ſo to be remov'd. 

Max. Thou more than Woman, 
Thou maſculine Greatneſs, tv whoſe ſoaring Spirit 
To touch the Stars ſeems but an caſie flight, 
O how I glory in thee! thoſe great Women 
Antiquity is proud of, thou but nam'd, 
Shall be no more remembred; but perſevere, 
And thou ſhalt ſhine among thoſe leſſer lights, 

Enter Charinus, Niger, and Guard. 

To all Poſterity, like another Phebe, | 
And fo ador'd as ſhe is. 5 

Aur. Here's Charinus, 
His Brow ſurrow'd with anger. 

Max. Let him ſtorm, 
And you ſhall hear me Thunder. 

Cha. He diſpoſe of 

My Provinces at his Pleaſure? and confer | 
Thoſe honours, that are only mine to give, 
Upon his Creatures? 

Nig. Mighty Sir, aſcribe it 
To his aſſurance of your Love and Fayour, 

And not to Pride or Malice. CI 


Cha. 
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Cha. No, good Niger, 

Courteſie ſhall nor fool me; he ſhall know 

I lent a Hand to raiſe him, and defend him, 

While he continues good; but the ſame Strength, 

If Pride make him uſurp upon my Right, 

Shall ftrike him to the Center. You are well met, Sir. 
Max. As you make the Encounter: Sir, I hear, 
hat you repine, and hold your ſelf much griev'd, 

In that, without your good leave, I beſtow'd 

The Gallian Proconſulſhip upon 

A Follower of mine. 

Cha. *Tis true, and wonder 
You durſt attempt it. 
Max. Durſt, Charinus? 
Cha. Durſt; 

Again I ſpeak it: Think you me ſo tame, 

So leaden and unactive, to fit down 

With ſuch Diſhonour? But, recall your Grant, 

And ſpeedily ; or by the Roman — 2 

Thou trip'ſt thine own Heels up, and haſt no part 

In Rome, or in the Empire. 

Max. Thou haſt none, | 

But by permiſſion: Alas, poor Charinus, 

Thou Cow of an Emperor, I ſcorn thee, | 

Thee, and thy fooliſh Threats: The Gods appoint him 

The abſolute Diſpoſer of the Earth, 

That has the ſharpeſt Sword. I am ſure, Charinus, 

Thou wear'ſt one without edge. When cruel Aper 

Had kill'd Numerianus, thy Brother, 

An act that would have made a trembling Coward 

More daring than Alcides, thy baſe fear 

Made thee wink at it; then roſe up my Uncle, 

For the Honour of the Empire, and of Rome, 

Againſt the 'Traytor, and among his Guards 

Puniſh'd the Treaſon: This bold daring a& 

Gor him the Soldiers Suffrages to be Ceſar. 

And howſoever his too gentle Nature 

Allow'd thee the Name only, as his Gift, 

I challenge the Succeſſion. Y 
Cha. Thou art cozen' d. 


When 
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When the Receiver of a courte ſie 

Cannot ſuſtain the weight it carries with it, 

Tis but a Tryal, not a preſent Act. 

Thou haſt in a few days of thy ſhort Reign, 

In over-weening Pride, Riot and Luſts, 

Sham'd noble Diocleſian, and his Gift; 

Nor doubt I, when it thall arrive unto 

His certain knowledge, how the Empire groans 

Under thy Tyranny, but he will forſake 

His private Life, and once again reſume 

His laid-by Majeſty; or at leaſt, make choice 

Of ſuch an Azlas as may bear this burthen, 

Too heavy for thy Shoulders. To effect this, 

Lend your aſſiſtance, Gentlemen, and then doubt not 

But that this Muſhroom, ſprung up in a Night, 

Shall as ſoon wither. And for you, Aurelia, 

If you eſteem your Honour more than Tribute 

Paid to your loathſome Appetite, as a Fury 

Fly from his looſe Embraces; fo farewel ; 

Eer long you ſhall hear more. [ Exeunz. 
Aur. Are you {truck Dumb, | 

That you make no Reply? 
Max. Sweet, I will do, 

And after talk : I will prevent their Plots, 

And turn them on their own accurſed Heads. 

My Uncle? good, I muſt not know the Names 

Of Piety or Pity. Steel my Heart, 

Deſire of Empire, and inſtruct me, that 

The Prince that over others would bear ſway, 

Checks at no Let that ſtops him in his way. [LExtuut. 


SCENE III. 


Enter three Shepherds, and two Country-men, 


1 Shep. Do you think this great Man will continue here? 
2 Shep. Continue here? what elſe? he has bought the 
reat Farm; | 
A. great Man, with a great Inheritance, 


And all the Ground about it, all the Woods too, 
And ſtock d it like an Emperor. Now, all our : 
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And all our merry Gambols, our May-Ladies, 

Our Evening Dances on the Green, our Songs, 
Our Holiday good chear, our Bagpipes now, Boys, 
Shall make the wanton Laſſes skip again, 

Our Sheep-ſhearings, and all our knacks. 

3 Sbep. But hark ye, | 
We muit not call him Emperor. 

1 Countr. That's all one, 

He is the King of good Fellows, that's no Treaſon; 
And ſo I' call him till, though I be hang'd for't. 

J grant ye, he has given his Honour to another Man, 
He cannot give his Humour; he is a brave Fellow, 
And will love us, and we'll love him. Come hither, Ladon, 
What new Songs, and what Geers? 

2 Shep. Enough; 11] tell ye, 

He comes abroad anon to view his Grounds, 
And with the help of Thirfs, and old Egon, 
(If his whorſon Cold be gone) and Amaryllis, 
And ſome few more o'th* Wenches, we will meet him, 
And ſtrike him ſuch new Springs, and ſuch free welcomes, 
Shall make him ſcorn an Empire, forget Majeſty, 
And make him bleſs the hour he liv'd here happy. 

2 Countr. And we will ſecond ye, we honeſt Carters, 
We Lads o'th' laſh, with ſome blunt Entertainment, 
Our Teams to two pence, we'll give him ſome content, 
Or we'll bawl fearfully. 

3 Shep. He cannot expect now 
His courtly Entertainments, and his rare Muſicks, 
And Ladies to delight him with their Voices; 
Honeſt and chearful Toys from honeſt Meanings, 

And the beſt Hearts they have. We muſt be neat all; 
On goes my Ruſſet Jerkin with blue Buttons. (ner, 

r Sbep. And my gi een flops I was married in; my Bon- 
With my Carnation Point with ſilver Tags, Boys; 
You know where I won it. | 

I Countr. Thou wilt neer be old, Alexis. (vours, 

1 Shep. And I ſhall find ſome Toys that have been fa- 
And Noſe-gays, and ſuch Knacks; for there be Wenches. 

3 Shep. My Mantle goes on too I play'd young Paris in, 

And the new Garters Amaryllis ſent me, © 
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1 Countr, Yes, yes; we'll all be handſome, and waſh 
Neighbour, I ſee a Remnant of March Duſt (our Fa es; 
That's hatch'd into your Chaps: I pray ye be careful, 

Enter Geta. 
And mundifie your Muzzel. 

2 Guntr. 1'Il to th* Barbers, 

It ſhall coſt me I know what. Who's this? 

3 Shep. Give room, Neighbours, 

A great Man in our State; Gods bleſs your Worſhip. 

2 Countr. Encreaſe your Maſterſhip. 

Seta. Thanks, my good People; 

Stand off, and know your Duties: As I rake it 

You are the labouring People of this Village, 

And you that keep the Sheep. Stand farther off yet, 
And mingle not with my Authority, | 

I am too mighty for your Company. (ſhip 

3 Shep. We know it, Sir; and we deſire your Wor- 
To reckon us amongſt your humble Servants, 

And that our Country Sports, Sir,- — 

Geta. For your Sports, Sir, | 
They may be ſeen, when I ſhall think convenient, 
When out of my Diſcretion, I ſhall view 'em, 

And hold 'em fit for Licence. Ye look upon me, 

And look upon me ſeriouſly, as you knew me: 

*Tis true, I have been a Raſcal, as you are, 

A Fellow of no mention, nor no mark, 

Juſt ſuch another Piece of Durt, fo faſhion'd: 

But Time, that puri fies all things ot Merit, 

Has ſet another Stamp, Come nearer now, 

And be not fearful; I take off my Auſterity; 

And know we for the great and mighty Sreward 

Under this Man of Honour; know ye for my Vaſſals, 

And at my Pleaſure I can diſpeople ye, | 

Can blow you and your Cattle out o'th'Country : 

But fear me, and bave Favour. Come, go a ong with 

And J will hear your Songs, and perhaps like 'em. (me, 
3 Shep. I hope you will, Sir. 
Geta. Tis not a thing impoſſible. 

Perhaps l'Il ſing my ſelf, the more to gr.ce ye, 

And if I Ike your Women. | 
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3 Shep. We'll have the beſt, Sir, 
Handſome young Girls. 

Geta. The handſomer, the better. 

Enter Delphia. 

May bring your Wives too, twill be all one Charge to 
For I muſt know your Families. (ye 3 

Del. Tis well ſaid, 
"Tis well ſaid, honeſt Friends; I know ye are hatching 
Some pleaſurable Sports for your great Landlord 
Fill him with Joy, and win him a Friend to ye, 
And make this little Grange ſeem a large Empire, 
Let out with home Contents l' work his Favour, 
Which daily ſhall be on ye. 

3 Shep. 'Then we'll ſing daily, 
And make him the beſt Sports. 

Del. Inſtruct em, Gera, 
And be a merry Man again. 

Geta. Will ye lend me a Devil, 
That we may dance a while ? 

Del. I'll lend thee two. 
And Bag-Pipes that ſhall blow alone. 

 Geta. | thank ye; 
But I'll know your Devils of a cooler Complexion firſt. 
Come, follow, follow; I'll go fit and ſee ye. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Diocles and Druſilla. 

Del. Do; and be ready an Hour hence, and bring 'em ; 
For in the Grove you'll find him. 

Dis. Come Drufilla, 
The Partner of my beſt Contents : I hope now 
You dare believe me. | 

Dru, Yes, and dare ſay to ye, 
I think ye now moſt happy. 

Dio. You ſay true, Sweet, 
For by my —— — I find now by Experience, 
Content was never Courtier. 

Dru. I pray ye walk on, Sir; 
The cool Shades of the Grove invite ye. 

Dio. O my deareſt ! | 
When Man has caſt off his ambitious Greatneſs, 
And ſunk into the Sweetnels of himſelf; 
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Built his Foundation my honeſt Thoughts, 
Not great, but good Deſires his daily Servants; 
How quietly he Sleeps! How joyfully 
He wakes again, and looks on his Poſſeſſions, 
And from his willing labours feeds with Pleaſure? 
Here hang no Comets in the ſhapes of Crowns, 
To ſhake our ſweet contents; nor here, Druyfilla, 
Cares, like Eclipſes, darken our Endeavours : 
We love here without Rivals, kiſs with Innocence 
Our Thoughts as . a our Lips, our Children 
The double Heis both of our Forms and Faiths. 
Dru. lam glad ye make this right uſe of this ſweetneſs, 
This (weet Retiredneſs. 
Dio. "Tis ſweet indeed, Love, 
And every Circumſtance about it, ſhews it. 
How liberal is the Spring in every place here? 
The artificial Court ſhews but a Shadow, 
A painted imitation of this Glory. 
Smell to this Flower, here Nature has her excellence: 
Let all the Perfumes of the Empire paſs this, 
The carefull'ſt Lady's Cheek ſhew ſuch a Colour, 
They are gilded and adulterate Vanities. 
And here in Poverty dwells noble Nature. 
What pains we take to cool our Wines, to allay us, 
[ Mufick below. 
And bury quick the fuming God to quench us, 
Methinks this Chryſtal Well? Ha? W hat ſtrange Muſick ? 
"Tis underneath, fure; how it ſtirs and joys me? 
How all the Birds ſet on? The Fields redouble 
Their odoriferous ſweets? Hark how the Echocs 
Enter a Spirit from the Well. 
Dru, See, Sir, thoſe Flowers 
From out the Well, ſpring to your Entertainment. 


Enter Delphia. 
Dio. Bleſs me. 


Dru, Be not afraid, 'tis ſome good Angel 
That's come to welcome ye. | 
Del. Go near and hear, Son. 
| SONG. 
Dio, O Mother, thank ye, thank ye, this was your wt 
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Del. You ſhall not want delights to bleſs your Preſence. 
Now ye are honeſt, all the Stars ſhall honour ye. 
| Enter Shepherds and Dancers, _ 
Stay, hereare Country-ſhepherds, here is ſome ſport too, 
And you mult grace it, Sir; *twas meant to welcome ye; 
A King ſhall never feel your Joy. Sit down, Son. 
A Dance of Shepherds and Shepberdeſſes ; Pan leading 
the Men, Ceres the Maids. 
Hold, hold, my Meſſenger appears; leave off, Friends, 
Leave off a while, and Breathe. | 
Dio. What News? Ye are pale, Mother. 
Del. No, I am careful of thy ſafety, Son, 
Be not affrighted, but fit ſtill; I am with thee. 
Enter Maximinian, Aurelia, and Soldiers. 
And now dance out your Dance. Do you know that Per- 
Be not amaz'd, but let him ſhew his dreadfulleſt. {ſon ? 
Max. How confident he fits amongſt his Pleaſures, - 
And what a chearful colour ſhews in's Face, 
And yet he ſees me too, the Soldiers with me. 
Aur. Be ſpeedy in your work, (you will be ſtopt elſe) 
And thenyou are an Emperor. 
Max. I will about it. 
Dio. My Royal Couſin, how I joy to ſee ye, 
You and your Royal Empreſs. 
Max. You are too kind, Sir. | 
I come not to eat with ye, and to ſurfeit 
= In theſe poor Clowniſh Pleaſures; but to tell ye 
. I look upon ye like my Winding- ſheet, 
The Coffin of my Greatneſs, nay, my Grave: 
1 For whilſt you are alive — — | 
| Dio. Alive, my Couſin? 
Max. I ſay, Alive. Il am no Emperor; 
I am nothing but mine own diſquiet. 
Dio. Stay, Sir. 
Max. I cannot ſtay. The Soldiers doat upon ye. 
I would fain ſpare ye; but mine own ſecurity * 
Compels me to forget you are my Uncle, 
Compels me to forget you made me Ceſar - 
For whilſt you are remembred, I am buried. 


Dio. Did not I make ye Emperor, dear Couſin, 
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The free gift from my ſpecial Grace? 
Del. Fear nothing. 
Dio. Did not I chuſe this Poverty, to raiſe you? 
That Royal Woman gave into your Arms too? 
Bleſs'd ye with her bright Beauty? Gave the Soldier, 
The Soldier that hung to me, fix d him on ye? 
Gave ye the World's command? 
Max. This cannot help ye. 
Dio. Vet this ſnall eaſe me. Can ye be ſo baſe, Couſin, 
So far from Nobleneſs, ſo far from Nature, 
As to forget all this? To tread this Tie out? 
Raiſe to your ſelf ſo foul a Monument 
That every common Foot ſhall kick aſunder ? 
Muſt my Blood glue ye to your Peace? 
Max. It mult, Uncle; 
. Iſtand too looſe elſe, and my Foot too feeble: 
You gone once, and their Love retir'd, I am rooted. 
Dio. And cannot this removed poor State obſcure me? 
I do not ſeek for yours, nor enquire ambitiouſ] 
After your growing Fortunes. Take heed, my Kinſman, 
 Ungratefulneſs and Blood mingled together, 
Will, like two furious Tides — — 
Max. I muſt Sail thorow 'em: 
Let em be Tides of Death, Sir, I muſt ſtem up. 
Dio. Hear but this laſt, and wiſely yer conſider: 
Place round about my Grange a Garriſon, 
That if I offer to exceed my Limits, 
Or ever in my common Talk name Emperor, 
Ever converſe with any greedy Soldier, 
Or look for Adoration, nay, for Courteſie 
Above the days Salute.——Think who has fed ye, 
Think, Couſin, who | am. Do ye flight my Miſery ? 
Nay, then I chargethee; nay, I meet thy Cruelty. 
Max. This cannot ſerve, prepare: Now fall on, Soldiers, 
And all the Treaſure that I have. | 


| Thunder and Lightning. 
Sold. The Earth ſhakes; 


We totter up and down; we cannot ſtand, Sir; 
Methinks the Mountains tremble too. e 
2 Sold, 
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How thick and hot they come? We ſhall be burn' da ll. 
Del. Fall on, Soldiers: | 
You that ſell innocent Blood, fall on full bravely. 
Sold. We cannot ſtir. 


Del. You have your liberty, 
So have you, Lady. One of you come do it. 


[4 Hand with a Bolt appears above. 


Do you ſtand amaz'd? Look o'er thy Head, Maximinian, 
Look, to thy Terror, what over-hangs thee : 
Nay, it will nail thee Dead; look how it threatens thee : 
The Bolt for Vengeance on ungrateful Wretches; | 
The Bolt of innocent Blood; read thoſe hot Characters, 
And ſpell the will of Heav'n. Nay, lovely Lady, 
You muſt take part too, as ſpur to Ambition. 
Are ye humble? Now ſpeak, my part's ended. 
Does all your Glory ſhake ? 

Max. Hear us, great Uncle, 
Good and great Sir, be pitiful unto us; 
Below your Feet we lay our Lives, be merciful: 
Begin you, Heav'n will follow. 

Aur. Oh, it ſhakes ſtill. 


Max. And dreadfully it threatens. We acknowledge 


Our baſe and foul intentions. Stand between us; 

For faults confeſs'd, they ſay, are half forgiven. 

We are ſorry for our Sins. Take from us, Sir, 

That glorious weight that made ns ſwell, that poiſon'd 

That maſs of Majeſty 1 laboured under, cus; 
(Too heavy and too mighty for my Manage) 

That my poor innocent Days may turn again, 

And my Mind, pure, may purge me of theſe Curſes; 
By your old Love, the Blood that runs between us. 

[The Hand taken in. 

Aur. By that Love once ye bare to me, by that, Sir, 

That bleſſed Maid enjoy Rob Baka 

Dio. Riſe up, dear Couſin, 

And be your Words your Judges: I forgive ye, 

Grear as ye are, enjoy that Greatneſs ever, 

Whilſt 1 mine own Content make mine own Empire. 

Once more I give ye all; learn to deſerve it, . 
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And live to love your Good more than your Greatneſs. 
Now ſhew your Loves to entertain this Emperor, 
My honeſt Neighbours. Gera, fee all handſome. 
Your Grace muſt pardon us, our Houſe is little; 

But ſuch an ample welcome as a poor Man 

And his true Love can make you and your Empreſs. 
Madam, we have no Dainties. 

Aur. Tis enough, Sir; 

We ſhall enjoy the riches of your Goodneſs. 

Sold. Long live the good and gracious Diocleſian. 
Dio. I thank ye, Soldiers, I forgive your raſhneſs. 
And, Royal Sir, long may they love and honour ye. 


' [ Drums March ar 1 
What Drums are thoſe ? afar off. 


Del. Meet 'em, my honeſt Son, 
They are thy Friends, Charinus and the old Soldiers 
That come to reſcue thee from thy hot Couſin. 
Bur all is well, and turn all into welcomes: 
Two Emperors you mult entertain now. 
Dio. O dear Mother, 
I have Will enough, but I want Room and Glory. (rily, 
Del. That ſhall be my care. Sound your Pipes now mer- 
And all your handſome Sports. Sing 'em full welcomes. 
Dio. And let *em know, our true Love breeds more 
Stories 
And perfect Joys, than Kings do, and their Glories 
Exeunt. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Genor, Prince of Argos. 
Theanor, Son zo the Queen of Corinth, 4 vieious 
Prince. 
Leonidas, the Corinthian General, Brother to Merione. 
Euphanes, A noble young Gentleman, Favourite to the 
ueen. 
Crates, Elder Brother to Euphanes, a malicious Beaute feu. 
Conon, Euphanes's 3 aud Fellow-Traveller. 
Neanthes, 
Soſicles, Courtiers, : 
Eraton, q a 
Onos, or Lamprias, 4 very fooliſh Traveller. 
Tutor and), 0 lah N 
Uncle o Onos, two fooliſh Knaves. 
Gentlemen, Servants to Agenor. 
.A Page zo Lord Eupbanes. 
Marſhal, Vintner, Drawers. 


WOMEN. 


Merione, 4 virrubuo Lady, s ſollic ited by Prince 
' Agenor. g 
Beis, A noble Lady, Mi eſo ro Euphanes. . | 
Queen of Corinth, 4 wiſe and virtuous Widow, Mother 
of Theanor. 13 A 
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ACT I SCENE I. 


Enter Neanthes, Soſicles, and Eraton. 


E RAT O N. 


HE General is returned then? 
Nean. With much Honour, 


Prince of Argos? 


Conditions fign'd 
So far beyond her Hopes, to the Advantage 
O fr intb, and the good of all her Subjects 
That though Leonidas, our brave General, 
Ever came home a fair and great Example, 
He never yet return'd, or with leſs Loſs 
Or more deſerved Honour: 
Era. Have you not heard 
The Motives to this general good? 
Nean. The main one 
Was Admiration firſt in young Agenor, 
(For by that Name we know the Prince of Argos) 
Of our Leonidas Wiſdom and his Valour 
Which though an Enemy, firſt in him bred Wonder, 
That Liking, Love ſucceeded that, which was 
Followed by a Deſire to be a Friend, 
Upon what Terms ſoever to ſuch Goodneſs. 
. had gn Enterview; and that their Friendſhip 
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Might with our Peace be ratified, *rwas concluded, 
£genor yielding up all ſuch ſtrong Places 
As he held in our Tcrritories, ſhould receive 
(With a ſufficient Dower, paid by the Queen) 
The fair Merione for his Wife. | 
Era. But how 
Approyes the Queen of this? ſince we well know, 
Nor was her Highneſs ignorant, that her Son 
The Prince Iheanor made Love to this Lady, 
And in the nob'eſt way. 
Nau. Which the allowed of, 
And I bave heard from ſome familiar with 
Her neareſt Secrets, ſhe fo dceply priz'd her, 
Being from an Infant train'd up in her Service, 
(Or to ſpeak better, rather her own Creature) 
She once did fay, That if the Prince ſhould ſteal 
A Marriage without her Leave, cr Knowledge, 
With this Merione, with a little Suit 
She ſhould grant both their Pardons ; whereas now 
To ſhew her ſelf ſorſooth a Spartan Lady, 
And that 'tis in her Power, now it concerns 
The common good, not alone to ſubdue 
Her own Affections, but command her Son's 
She has not only forc'd him with rough Threats 
To leave his Miſtreſs, but compell'd him, when 
Agenor made his Entrance into Corinth, 
To wait upon his Rival, 
Soſ. Can it be 
The Prince ſhould fit down with this Wrong ? 
Nean. I know not, 
J am ſure I ſhould not. 
Era. Truſt me, nor I, 
A Mother is a Name, but put in Ballance * (him? 
With a young Wench 'tis nothing; where did you leave 
Nean, Near Veſta's Temple, for there he diſmiſs'd me, 
And full of troubled Thoughts, calling for Crates: 
He went with him, but whither, or to what Purpoſe, 
I am a Stranger. | e 
10 Euter Theanor and Crates. 
Era. They are come back, Neantbes. 
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The. I like the Place well. 

Ca. Well, Sir? it is built 
As if the Architect had been a Prophet, 
And faſhion'd it alone for this Night's Action; 
The Vaults ſo hollow, and the Walls fo ſtrong, 
As Dian there might ſuffer Violence, 
And with loud Shrieks in vain call 7ove to help her; 
Or ſhould he hear, his Thunder could not find 
An Entrance to it, 

The. 1 give up my ſelf 
Wholly to thy Direction, worthieſt Crates; 
And yet the deſperate Cure that we muſt practiſe 
Is in it ſelf fo foul, and full of Danger, 
That I ſtand doubtful whether *twere more manly 
To die not ſecking Help, or that Help being 
So deadly, to purſue ir, 

Cra. To thoſe Reaſons 
J have already urg'd, I will add theſe. 
For bur conſider, Sir 

Era. It is of weight 
What-e'er it be, that with ſuch vehement Action, 
Of Eye, Hand, Foot, nay all his Body's Motion, 
Crates incites the Prince to. 

Nean. Then obſerve, 
With what variety of Paſſions he 
Receives his Reaſons; now he's pale, and ſhakes 
For Fear or Anger; now his natural Red 
Comes back again, and with a pleaſing Smile ; 
He ſeems to entertain it; 'tis reſolv'd on, 
Be it what 'twill; to his Ends may it proſper, 
Though the State fink for't. 

Cra. Now you are a Prince 
Fir to rule others, and in ſhaking off 
The Bonds in which your Mother fetters you, 
Diſcharge your Debt to Nature, ſhe's your Guide, 
Follow her boldly, Sir. 

The. I am confirm'd, 
Fall what may fall. 

Ga. Yet ſtill diſguiſe your Malice 


n > Haro | 
In your Humility, Hb | I. 
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The. I am inſtructed. 
Cra. Thoughin your Heart there rage athouſand Tem- 

All Calmneſs in your Looks. (peſts, 
The. I ſhall remember. 

Ga. And at no hand, tho' theſe are us'd as Agents, 
Acquaint them with your Purpoſe, till the Inſtant 
That we employ them; 'tis not fit they have 
Time to conſider; when tis done, Reward 
Or Fear will keep them ſilent; yet you may 
Grace them as you paſs by, twill make them ſurer, 
And greedier to deſerve you. 

The. I'll move only | 
As you would have me: Good-day, Gentlemen 
Nay, ſpare this ceremonious Form of Duty 
To him that brings Love to you, equal Love, 

And is in nothing happier, than in knowing 

It is return'd by you; we are as one. 

Soſ. I am o'er-joy'd, I know not 
How to reply; but 

Era. Hang all buts; my Lord, 

For this your bounteous Favour —— — 

Mean. Let me ſpeak, 

If to feed Vultures here, after the Halter 

Has done his Part, or if there be a Hell 

To take a Swinge or two there, may deſerve this. 
Soſ. We are ready. 

ra. Try us any way, 

Nean. Put us to it. 

The. What Jewels I have in you? 

Cra. Have theſe Souls, 

Thar for a ors Look, and a few kind Words, 

Part with their Eſſence? 

The. Since you will compel me 
To put that to the Tryal, which I doubt not, 
Crates, may be, ſuddenly will inſtruct you 
How, and in what to ſhew your Loves; obey him 
As you would bind me to you. | 

Cra. Tis well-grounded; 

Leave me to rear the Building. 

Nean. We will do. | 
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Ga. I know it. 
Era. Any thing you'll put us to. [ Exenunt, 


SCENE IL 


Enter Leonidas, Merione, Bcliza, and Servants. 

Leo. Siſter, 1 reap the Harveſt of my Labours 
In your Preferment, be you worthy ot it, 
And with an open Boſom entertain 
A greater Fortune than my Love durſt hope for; 
Be wiſe, and welcome it: Play not the coy 
And foolith Wanton, with the offered Bountics 
4 Of him that 1s a Prince. I was woo'd for you, 
And won, Merione; then if you dare 
Believe the Object that took me was worthy, 
Or truſt my Judgment, in me think you were 
Courted, ſued to, and conquer'd. 

Mer. Noble Brother, 
I have and ſtil] eſteem you as a Father, 
And will as far obey you; my Heart ſpeaks it: 
And yet without your Anger, give me leave 
To ſay, That in the Choice of that on which 
All my Life's Joys or Sorrows have dependance, 
It had been fit, e er you had made a full 
And abfolute Grant of me to any other, 
I ſhould have us'd minc own Eyes, or at leaſt 
Made you to underſtand, whether it were 
Within my Power to make a ſecond Gift 
Of my poor ſelf. 

Leo, i know what tis you point at, 
The Prince Theanor's Love; let not that cheat you; 
His Vows were but meer Courtſhip ; all his Service 
But Practice how to entrap a credulous Lady: 
Or grant it ſerious, yet you muſt remember 
He's not to love, but where the Queen his Mother 
Muſt give Allowance, which to you 1s barr'd up, 
And therefore ſtudy to forget that cver 
You cheriſh'd ſuch a Hope. 

Mer, I would I could. 

Leo. But brave Agenor, who is come in Perſon 
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To celebrate this Marriage, for your Love 

Forgives the forfeit of ten thouſand Lives, 

That muſt have fall'n under the Sword of War 
Had not this Peace been made; which general good 
Both Countries owe to his Affection to you: 

O happy Siſter, a*k this noble Lady, 

Your boſom Friend (ſince I fail in my Credit) 
What Palm Azenor's Name, above all Princes 

TT hat Greece is proud of, carries, and with Luſtre. 

Bel. Indeed Fame gives him out for excellent 

And Friend, I doubt not but when you ſhall ſce him, 
Enter a Servant, 
He'll fo appear to you. Art ſure tis he? 
Ser. As | live Madam 
Bel. Virtue enable me to contain my Joy. 
*Tis my Enphanes, 

Ser. Yes. 

Bel. And he's in Health ? 

Ser. Moſt certainly Madam. 

Bel. VII fee him inſtantly. 

So prethee tell him. Exit Ser, 

Aer. I yield my ſelf too weak 
In Argument to oppoſe you; you may lead me 
Whither you pleaſe. 

Leo. Tis anſwer'd like my Siſter ; 

And if in him you find not ample cauſe 
To pray for me, and daily on your Knees, 
Conclude I have no Judgment. 

Mer. May it prove ſo: 

Friend, ſhall we have your Company ? 

Bel. Two hours hence 
I will not fail you. | 

Leo. At your pleafure, Madam. [Ex. Leo. and Mer. 

Enter Euphanes. 

Bel. Could I in one word ſpeak a thouſand welcomes, 
And hearry ones, you have em: Fie, my Hand, 
We ſtand at no ſuch diſtance, by my Lite 
The parting kiſs you took beiore your Travel 
Is yet a Virgin on my Lips, preferv'd 
With as much care as I would do my Fame 
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To entertain your wiſh'd return. 
Euph. Beſt Lady, 
That Ido honour you, and with as much reaſon 
As ever Man did Virtue ; that I love you, 
Yet look upon you with that Revercnce 
As holy Men behold the Sun, the Stars, 
The Temples, and their Gods, they all can witneſs g 
And that you have deſerv'd this Duty rom me, 
The Life, and means of Life, for which I owe „ou, 
Commands me to profeſs it, ſince my Fortune 
Affords no other Payment. 
| Hel. I had thought, 
| That for the trifling Courteſies, as I call them, 
(Though you give them another name) you had 
Made ample ſatisfaction in th* acceptance, 
And therefore did preſume you had brought home 
Some other Language. 
Enph. No one I have learn'd 
Yields words ſufficient to expreſs your Goode s; 
Nor can lever chuſe another Theme, 
And not be thought unthankful, 
Bel. Pray youno more, 
As you reſpect me. 
Enph. That Charm is too powerful 
For me to diſobey it: Tis your Plealure, 
And not my Boldneſs, Madam. 
Bel. Good Enghanes, 
Believe l am not one of thoſe weak Ladies, 
That (barren of all inward worth) are proud 
Of what they cannot truly call their own, 
Their Birth or Fortune, which are things without them: 
Nor in this will I imitate the World, 
W hoſe greater part of Men think when they give 
They purchaſe Bondmen, not make worthy Friends : 
By all that's good I ſwear, I never thought 
My great Eſtate was an Addition to me, 
Or that your Wants took from you. 
Euph, There are few 
So truly underſtanding or themſelves 


Or what they do poſſeſs. 
Hh 4 Bel. 
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Bel. Good Euphanes, 
Where Benefits 
Are ill conferr*d, as to unworthy Men, 
That turn them to bad uſes, the Beſtower, 
For wanting judgement how, and on whom to place them, 
Is partly guilty : But when we do Favours 
To ſuch as make them Grounds on which they build 
Their noble Actions, there we improve our Fortunes 
To the molt fair advantage. If I ſpeak 
Too much, though I conteſs I ſpeak well, 
Prethee remember 'tis a Woman's weakneſs, 
And then thou wilt forgive it. 

Euph. You ſpeak nothing 
But what would well become the wiſeſt Man: 
And that by you deliver'd is ſo pleaſing 
Thar I could hear you ever. 

Bel. Fly not from 
Your Word, for I arreſt it: And will now 
Expreſs my ſelf a little more, and prove 
That whereas you profeſs your ſelf my Debtor, 
That I am yours. 

Eugh. Your Ladyſhip then muſt uſe 
Some Sophiſtry I ne'er heard of. 

Bel. By plain Reaſons; 
For look you, had you never ſunk beneath 
Your Wants, or if thoſe Wants had found ſupply 

From Crates, your unkind and covetous Brother, 
Or any other Man, I then had miſs'd 
A Subject upon which I worthily 
Might exerciſe my Bounty: Whereas now, 
By having happy opportunity 
To furnith you before, and in your Travels, 
With all Conveniencies that you thought uſeful, 
That Gold which would have ruſted in my Coffers 
Being thus imploy'd, has render'd me a Partner 
In all your glorious Actions. And whereas 
- Had you nor been, I ſhould have dy'd a thing 

Scarce known, or ſoon forgotten: There's no Trophy 
In which Euphaues for his worth is mention'd, 
But there you have been careful to remember, 
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That all the good you did came from Beliza. 
Euph. That was but Thankfulneſs. 
Bel. Twas ſuch an Honour, 
And ſuch a large Return for the poor Traſh 
I ventur'd with you, that if I ſhould part 
With all that I paſleſs, and my (elf too, 
In ſatisfaction for it, *twere ſtill ſhort 
Of your deſervings. 
Euph. You o'er-prize them, Madam. 
Bel. The Queen herſelf hath given me gracious thanke 
In your behalt, for ſhe hath heard, Euphanes, 
How gallantly you have maintain'd her Honour 
In all the Courts of Greece : And reſt aſſur'd 
(Though yet unknown) when I preſent you to her, 
Which I will do this Evening, you ſhall find 
That ſhe intends good to you. 
Euph. Worthieſt Lady, 
Since all you labour for 1s the Advancement 
Of him that will live cver your poor Scryant, 
He muſt not contradict it. 
Bel. Here's your Brother, 
"Tis ſtrange to ſce him here. 
Enter Crates. 
Cra. You arc welcome home, Sir, 
(Your pardon, Madam,) I had thought my Houſe, 
Conſidering who I am, might have been worthy 
Of your firſt Viſit. 
Euph. Twas not open to me 
When laſt I ſaw you; and to me 'tis wonder 
That abſence, which till renders Men forgotten, 
Should make my Preſence wiſh'd for. | 
Bel. That's not it, 
Your too kind Brother underſtanding that 
You ſtand in no need of him, is bold to offer 
His Entertainment. 
Cra. He had never wantcd, 
Or yours, or your Aſſiſtance, had he practi.'d 
The way he might have took, to have commanded 
Whatever I call mine. 
Euph. I ſtudied many, 
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But could find none. Wo” 
Cra. You would not find your ſelf, Sir, 
Or in your ſelf, what was due to me from you, 
The privilege my Birth beſtow'd upon me 
Might challenge ſome 1 
Eupb. You had all the Land, Sir, 
What elſe did you expcet? And I am certain 
You kept ſuch ſtrong Guards to preſcrye it yours, 
I could force nothing trom you. 
Ca. Did you ever 
Demand help from me? 
Euph. My wants have, and often, 
With open Mouths, but you nor heard nor ſaw them; 
May be you look'd, I ſhould petition to you 
As you went to your Horſe; flatter your Servants, 
To play the Brokers for my furthcrance, 
Sooth your worſt Humours, act the Paraſite 
On all Occaſions, write my Name with theirs 
That are but one degree remov'd from Slaves 
Be drunk when you would have me, then Wench with 
Or play the Pander; enter into Quarrcls (you, 
Although unjuſtly grounded, and defend them 
Becauſe they were yours; theſe are the Tyrannies 
Moſt younger Brothers groan beneath; yet bear them 
From the inſulting Heir, ſelling their Freedoms 
At a leſs rate than what the State allows 
The Sallery of baſe and common Strumpets: 
For my part, e'er on ſuch low terms I feed 
Upon a Brother's Trcncher, let me dic 
The Beggars Death, and ſtarve. 
Cra. Tis bravely ſpoken, 
Did what you do rank with it. 
Bel. Why, what does he 
Vou would not wiſh were yours? 
Ga. V1! tell you, Lady, be 
Since you riſe up his Advocate, and boldly, oh 


(For now I find, and plainly, in whoſe Favour *$ 
My Love and Service to you was neglected) 1 
For all your Wealth, nay, add to that your Beauty, a 
And put your Virtues in, if you have any, | - 
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I would not yet be pointed at, as he is, 
For the fine Courticr, the Woman's Man, 
That tells my Lady Stories, diſſolves Riddles, 
Uthers her to her Coach, lyes at her Feet 
At ſolemn Masks, applauding what ſhe laughs at; 
Reads her afleep anights, and takes his Oath 
Upon her Pantoffes, that all Excellence 
In other Madams do but zany hers: 
Theſe you are perfect in, and yet theſe take not 
Or from your Birth and Freedom. 
Euph. Should another 
Say this, my Deeds, not Looks ſhould ſhew— — 
Bel. Contemn it: 
His Envy fains this, and he's but Reporter, 
Without a ſccond, of his own dry Fancics. 
Ga. Yes Madam, the whole City ſpeaks it with me, 
And though in my diſtaſte, 'tis certain you 
Are brought into the Scene, and with him cenſur'd; 
For you are ha out for the provident Lady, 
That not to be unturniſh'd for her Pleaſures 
s without them to what vain uſe is Greatneſs) 
Have made choice of an able Man, a young Man 
Ot an Herculean Back to do you Service, 
| And one you may command too, that is Active, 
And does what you would have him. 
Bel. You are foul-mouth'd. (ones, 
Cra. That can ſpeak well, write Verſes too, and good 
Sharp and conceited, whoſe Wit you may lie with 
When his performance fails him; one you have 
Maintain'd abroad to learn new ways to pleaſe you, 
And by the Gods you well reward him for it. 
No Night (in which while you lye ſick and panting? 
He watches by you, but is worth a Talent: 
No Confereace in your Coach, which is not paid with 
A ſcarlet Suit; this the poor People mutter, 
Though I believe, for 1 am bound to do ſo, 
A Lady or your Youth, that feeds high too, 
And a moſt exact Lady, may do all this 
Our of a virtuous Love, the laſt bought Vizard 
That Leachcry purchas'd. 
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Euph. Not a word beyond this. 
The Reverence I owe to that one Womb 
In which we both were Embrions, makes me ſuffer 
What's paſt; but if continu d —— 
Bel. Stay your Hand, 
The Queen ſhall right my Honour. 
Cra. Let him do it, N 
It is but marrying him; and for your Anger, 
Know that I flight it: When your Goddeſs here 
Is weary of your Sacrifice, as ſhe will be, 
You know my Houſe, and there amongſt my Servants 
Perhaps you'll find a Livery. [ Exit, 
Bel. Be not mov'd, | 
I know the rancor of his Diſpoſition, 
And turn it on himſelf by laughing at it, 
And in that let me teach you. 
Euph, I learn gladly. [Exeunt. 


SG E:N'E III. 


Enter Neanthes, Soſines, and Eraton ſeverally. 

Nean, You are met unto my wiſhes, if you ever 
Deſir'd true Mirth ſo far as to adventure 
To dye with the extremity of Laughter, 
I come before the Object that will do it; 
Or let me live your Fool. 

Soſ. Who is't, Neanthes ? 

Nean. Lamprias the Uſurer's Son. 

Era. Lamprias? the Youth 
Of fix and fifty? 

Soſ. That was ſent to Travel 
By rich Beliza, *till he came to Age 
And was fit for a Wife? 

Nean. The very ſame, 
This Gallant with his Guardian, and his Tutor, 
(And of the three, who is moſt Fool I know not) 
Are newly come to Corinth, I'll not ſtale them 
By giving up their Characters, but leave you 
To make your own diſcoveries; here they arc, Sir. 

Enter Onos, Uncle and Tutor. 
Tutor, That Leg a little higher; very well. 


Now 
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Now put your Face into the Traveller's poſture ; 
Exceeding good. 
Uncle. Do you mark how they admire him? 
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Tut. They will be all my Scholars, when they know 


And underſtand him truly. 
Era. Phabus guard me 
From this new Python. 
Soſ. How they have trim'd him up 
Like an old Reveller? 
Nean. Curl'd him and perfum'd him, 
But that was done with Judgment, for he looks 
Like one that purg'd perpetually; truſt me, 
That Witches Face of his is painted too, 
And every Ditch upon it buries more 
Than would ſet off ten Bawds, and all their Tenants, 
Sof. See how it moves towards us. 
ean. There's a Salutation: 
Troth, Gentlemen, you have beſtowed much Travel 
In training up your Pupil. 
Tur. Sir, great Buildings 
Require great Labours, which yet we repent not, 
Since for the Country's good we have brought home 
An abſolute Man. 
Unc. As any of his Years, 
Corinth can ſhew you. 
Era. He's exceeding meagre. 
Iut. His Contemplation 
Unc. Beſides, tis fit 
Learners ſhould be kept hungry. 
Nean. You all contemplate 
For three ſuch wretched Pictures of lean Famine 
I never ſaw together. 
Unc. We have fat Minds, Sir, 
And travell'd to ſave charges. Do you think 
"Twas fit a young and hopeful Gentleman 
Should be brought up a Glutton? he's my Ward, 
Nor was there ever where I bore the Bag 
Any ſuperfluous waſte, ' | 
Era. Pray you can it ſpeak? 
Tur. He knows all Languages, but will uſe none, 
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They are all too big for his Mouth, or elſe too little 
T' exprels his great Conceits: and yet of late 
With ſome Impulſion he hath ſet down 
In a ſtrange method, by the way of queſtion, 
And briefly to all buſineſs whatſoever 
That may concern a Gentleman. 

Nean. Good Sir, let's hear him. 

Tut. Come on, Sir. | 

Nean. They have taught him like an Ape, 
To do his Tricks by ſigns: now he begins. 

Onos. When ſhall we be drunk together? 

Tut. Thar's the firſt. 

Onos, Where ſhall we whore to Night? 

Uncle. That ever follows. 

Era. Ods me, he now looks angry. 

Onos. Shall we quarrel? 

Nean. With me at no hand, Sir. 

Onos. Then let's proteſt, 

Era, Is this all? | 

Tut. Theſe are, Sir, the four new Virtues 
That are in faſhion; many a Mile we meaſur'd 
Before we could arrive to this knowledge. (here 

Man. You might have ſpar'd that labour, for at home 
There's little elſe in practice. Ha? the Queen? 
Good Friends, for half an hour remove your Motion, 
To morrow willingly when we have more leiſure 


We'll look on him again. 


Ono. Did I not rarely? 
Uncle, Excellent well. | 
Tut. He ſhall have ſix Plumbs for it. [ Exernt. 
Enter Agenor, Leonidas, Theanor, Queen, Merione, 
Beliza, Euphanes, Crates, Ladies and Attendants with 
Lizhts. (ther, 
ueen. How much my Court is honour'd, Princely Bro- 
In your vouchſafing it your long d- for Preſence, 
Were tedious to repeat, ſince *tis already 
(And heartily) acknowledg'd; may the Gods, 
'That look into Kings Actions, ſmile upon 
The League we haye concluded; and their J ner, 4 
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Find me out to revenge it, if I break 
One Article. 

Age. Great Miracle of Queens, 
How happy I eſteem my lelt, in being 
Thought worthy to be numbred in the rank 
Of your Confederates, my love and beſt ſervice 
Shall teach the World hereafter; but this Gift 
With which you have confirm'd it, is ſo far 
Beyond my hopes and mcans e'er to return, 
That of neceſſity I muſt dye oblig'd 
To your unanſwer'd Bounty. 

The. The ſweet Lady 
In Bluſhes gives your Highneſs thanks. 

ueen. Believe it 

On the Queen's word, ſhe is a worthy one, 
And I am fo acquainted with her Goodneſs, 
That but for this Peace that hath chang'd my purpoſe, 
And to her more Advancement, I ſhould gladly 
Have call'd her Daughtcr. 

The. Though I am depriv'd of 
A bleſſing, 'tis not in the Fates to equal, 
To ſhew my ſelf a Subject as a Son, 
Here I give up my Claim, and willingly 
With mine own Hand deliver you what once 
I lov'd above my ſelf; and from this hour, 
(For my Affection yields now to my Duty 
Vow never to ſollicit her. | 

Cra. Tis well coverd; 
Neanthes, and the reſt. - 

Queen. Nay, tor this Night 
You muſt, for 'tis our Country faſhion, Sir, 
Leave her to her Devotions, in the Morning 
We'll bring you to the Temple. * 

Leo. How in this 
Your Highneſs honours me? 

Mer. Sweet Reſt to all. 

Age. This Kiſs, and J obey you. 

Bel. Pleaſe it your Highneſs, 
This is the Gentleman. 

Queen. You are welcome home, Sir; 


Exe. Cra. Nean. So, Era. 


Naw 
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Now as I live, one of a promiſing Preſence ; 
I have heard of you before, and you ſhall find 


I'll know you better; find out ſomething that 
May do you good, and reſt aſſur'd to have it. 
Were you at Sparta lately? 
Euphb. Three days ſince, Madam, 
I came from thence. 
Queen. "Tis very late, | 
Good night, my Lord; do you, Sir, follow me, 
I muſt talk further with you. / 
Age. All reſt with you. [ Exennt, 
Enter Crates, Neanthes, Eraton and Soſicles, diſ2uis'd. 
Ga. She muſt paſs through this Cloyſter, ſuddenly 
And boldly ſeize upon her. 
Nean. Where's the Prince? 
Ga. He does expect us at the place I ſhew'd you. 
Enter Merione and Servant. 
1 hear ones footing, peace, tis ſhe. 
Mer. Now leave me, 
I know the way, though Veſta witnefs with me 
I never trod it with ſuch fear: Help, help! 
Cra. Stop her Mouth cloſe, out with the Light, Il 


guide you. Leek Exeunt. 
ACT II. SCENE I. 
Enter Merione as newly Raviſhed. 


Mer. O whom now ſhall I cry? What Pow'r thus kneel 
Andbeg my raviſh'd Honour back upon me.(to? 

Deaf, deaf, you Gods of Goodneſs, deaf to me, 

Deaf Heav'n to all my cries z deaf Hope, deaf Juſtice: 
I am abus'd, and you, that ſee all, ſaw it, 
Saw it, and ſmil'd upon the Villain did it; 

Saw it, and gave him Strength: Why have I pray'd to ye, 
When all the World's Eyes have been ſunk in ſlumbers? 
Why have I then pour'd out my Tears? kneel'd to ye? 
And from the Altar of a pure Heart ſent ye | 
Thoughts like your ſelves, white, innocent, Vows purer 
And of a ſweeter flame than all the Earth's Odours? 


Why 


* 
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Why have I ſung your Praiſes, ſtrew'd your Temples, 
And crown'd your Holy Prieſts with Virgin Roles? 
Is it we hold ye powertul, to deſtroy us ? 
Believe and honour ye, to ſce us ruin'd ? 
Theſe Tears of Anger thus I ſprinkle toward ye, 
You that dare flcep ſecure whilſt Virgins ſuffer, 
Theſe ſtick like Comets, blaze cternally, 
Till, with the wonder, they have wak'd your Juſtice, 
And forc'd ye fear our Curſes, as we yours. 
Enter Theanor, and Crates, with Vizards. 
My ſhame ſtill follows me, and {till proclaims me; 
He turns away in ſcorn, I am contemn'd too, 
A more unmanly violence than the other; 
Bitten, and flung away? What c'cr you are 
Sir, you that have abus'd me, and now moſt baſely 
And facrilegiouſly rob'd this fair Temple, | 
I fling all theſe behind me, but look upon me, 
But one kind loving look, be what ye will, 
So from this hour you will be mine, my Husband 
And you his hand in miſchief, I ſpeak to you too, 
Counſel him nobly now; you know the miſchief, 
The moſt unrighteous act he has done, perſwade him, 
Perſwade him like a Friend, knock at his Conſcience 
"Till fair Repentance follow; yet be worthy of me, 
And ſhew your ſelf, if ever good thought guided ye; 
You've had your foul Will, make it yet fair with Marriage; 
Open your ſelf and take me, wed me now : | 
[ Draws his Dazger, 
More fruits of Villany? your Dagger? come 
| Ye are merciful, I thank you for your Medicine; 
Is that too worthy too ? 
Enter the reſt diſgnis'd. 
Devil, thou with him, | 
Thou penny Bawd to his Luſt, will not that ſtir thee? 
Do you work by Tokens now? Be ſure I live not, 
For your own ſafeties, K naves. Lill fit patiently: 
Bur as ye are true Villains, the Devil's own Servants, 
And thoſe he loves and truſts, make it as bloody 
An Act, of ſuch true horror, Heav'n would ſhake at, 
"Twill ſhew the braver; Goodneſs hold my hope faſt, 
VoL. IV. f 1 i And 
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And in thy Mercies look upon my ruins, 

And then l am right: My Eyes grow dead and heavy. 
Enter ſix diſguis d, ſinging and dancing to a borrid Muſick, 
and ſprinkling water on ber Face, 

Wrong me no more, as ye are Men, 
The. She is faſt. 
Ca. Away with her. Exeunt. 


SSN. 


Enter Agenor, and Gentlemen. 


Age. Now, Gentlemen, the time's come now t'enjoy 
That fruitful Happineſs my Heart has long'd for: 
This Day be happy call'd, and when old Time 
Brings it about cach Year, crown'd with that ſweetneſs 
It gives me now, lee every Man obſerve it, 
And laying all aſide bears ſhew of buſineſs, 
Give this to Joy and Triumph: How firs my Cloaths? 
1 Gent. Handſome, and wondrous well, Sir. 
Ase. Do they thew richly ? 
For to thoſe curious Eyes even Beauty envies, 
J muſt not now appcar poor, or low faſhion'd ; 
Methinks I am younger than J was, far younger 
And ſuch a promiſe in my Blood 1 feel now, 
That if there may be a perpetual Vouth 
Beſtowed on Man, I am that Soul ſhall win it: 
Does my Hair ſtand well, Lord how ill-favour'dl 
You have dreſt me to day? how baldly? why this Cloak? 
2 Gent. Why 'tis the richeſt, Sir. 
Age. And here ye have put me on 
A pair of Breeches look like a pair of Bagpipes. 
1 Gent. Believe, Sir, they ſhew bravely. 
Age. Why theſe Stockins ? | 
2 Gent. Your Leg appears 
Ag. Pcuh, I would have had 'em Peach-colour, 
All young, and new about me: And this Scarf here, 
A goodly thing: you have trick'd me like a Puppet. 
Gent. III undertake to rig forth a whole Navy, 
And with leſs labour, than one Man in Love: 
They are never pleas'd. 


2 Gent. 
/ 
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2 Gent. Methinks he looks well. 

1 Gent. Well, 
As Man can look, as handſome: Now do I wonder 
He found not fault his Noſe was put on ugly, 
Or his Eyes look'd too gray, and rail at us: 
They are the way ward'ſt things, theſe Lovers. 

2 Gent. All will be right | 
When once it comes to th” puſh. 

1 Gent. 1 would they were at it, 
For our own quiet ſake. 

Age. Come, wait upon me, 


And bear your ſelves like mine, my Friends, and nobly. [ Ex. 
S EN E Ml. 


Enter Theanor, Crates, and Erates, bringing Merione. 


Erat. This is her Brother's Door. 
Cra. There lay her down then. 
Lay her along; the is faſt {till. 
Ser, As forgettulneſs. 
Ga, Be not you ſtir'd now, but away to your Mother, 
Give all attendance, let no ſtain appear 
Of fear, or doubt in your Face; carry your ſelf confidently, 
The. But whither runs your drift now ? 
Cra. When ſhe wakes, 
Either what's done will ſhew a meer Dream to her, 
And carry no more credit; or ſay ſhe find it, 
Say ſhe remember all the Circumſtances, 
Twenty to one the Shapes in which they were acted, 
The horrors, and the ſtill affrights we ſhew'd her, 
Riſing in wilder figures to her Memory 
Will run her mad, and no Man gueſs the reaſon: 
If all theſe fail, and that ſhe riſe up perfect, 
And ſo collect her ſelf, believe this, Sir, 
Not knowing who it was that did this to her, 
Nor having any power to guels; the thing done too 
Being the utter undoing of her Honour 
If it be known, and to the World's Eye publiſh'd, 
Eſpecially at this time when Fortune courts her, 


She muſt and will conceal it; nay, forget it, 
li: The 
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The Woman is no Lucrecez get you gone, Sir, 
And as you would have more of this Sport, fear not. 
The. 1 am confirm'd, farewel. 
Ca. Farewel, away, Sir: 
Diſperſe your ſelves, and as you love his Favour, 

And that that crowns it, Gold, no Tongues amongſt ye; 
You know your Charge, this way goes no Suſpicion. [Ex. 
Enter Agenor, and Leonidas, with two Gentlemen, 

Age. You are ſtirring early, Sir. 
Leo. It was my Duty 
To wait upon your Grace. 
Age. How fares your Siſter, . 
My beauteous Miſtreſs, what, is ſhe ready yet? (her way 
Leo. No doubt (he'll loſe no time, Sir; young Maids in 
Tread upon Thorns, and think an Hour an Age 
Till the Prieſt has done his Part, that theirs may follow ; 
I ſaw her not ſince Yeſterday i'th' Evening: 
But Sir, I am ſure ſhe is not ſlack; believe me, 
Your Grace will find a loving Soul, 
Age. A ſweet one, 
And ſo much Joy I carry in the thought of it, 
So great a happineſs to know fhe is mine; 
teheve me noble Brother, that to expreſs it 
Acthinks a Tongue's a poor thing, can do nothing; 
Imagination leſs : Who's that that lies there? 
Leo. Where, Sir? 
Age. Before the Door, it looks like a Woman. 
Leo. This way I came abroad, but then there was no- 
One of the Maids o'erwatch'd belike. (thing, 
Age. It may be. | 
Leo. But methinks this is no fit place to ſleep in. 
1 Gent. Tis ſure a Woman Sir, ſhe has Jewels on too: 
She fears no foul play ſure. | | 
Leꝰ. Bring a Torch hither, | 
Yet 'tis not perfect Day: I ſhould know thoſe Garments: 
Age. How ſound ſhe ſleeps? 
Lens I am ſorry to ſee this. 
Age: Do you know her? 
Leo. And you now I am ſure, Sir. | 
| Age. 
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Ae. My Miſtreſs! how comes this? 
Enter Queen, Thcanor, Beliza, Euptanes, Neanthes, 
and Attendants. 
Leo. The Queen and her Train? 
ween, You know my Pleaſure. 
Euph. And will be moſt careful. 
Queen. Be not long ablent, the Suit you preferr'd + 
Is granted. 
Nean. This Fellow mounts apace, and will 
Tower o' er us like a Falcon. 
ween. Good morro to ye all, why ſtand ye wondring ? 
Enter the Houle Sir, and brinz out your Miſtreſs, | 
You mult obſcrve our Ceremonies: W hat's the matter? 
What's that ye ſtand at? How! Merione 
Aſleep rth' Street? Belike ſome ſudden Palſie 
As the ſtept our laſt Night upon Devotion, 
To take her farewel of her Virgin State, 


The Air being ſharp and piercing, ſtruck her ſuddenly: 


See if ſne Breath. 

Leo. A little. | 

ueen, Wake her then 

"Tis ſure a Fit. 

Age, She wakes her ſelf, 
Give room to her. 

een. Sec how the Spirits ſtruggle to recover, 
And ſtrongly reinforce their Strength z tor certain 
This was no natural Sleep. 

The. | am of your mind, Madam. 

Queen. No Son, it cannot be. 

The. Pray Heav'n no trick in't; 
Good Soul, ſhe little merits ſuch a Miſchief. 


ueen. She is broad awake now, and her Senſe clears 


"Twas ſure a Fit; ſtand off. (up, 
Mir. The Queen, my Love here, 
And all my Noble Friends? Why where am? (me, 
How am l tranc'd, and moap'd, i'th' Street? Heavn bleſs 
Shame to my Sex; o'th* Ground too? Ol remember 
Leo. How wild ſhe looks? 
Age. Oh my cold Heart, how ſhe tremhles? 
Mer. Oh 1 remember, 1 remember. 


I: 3 


Nen 


— So * — w - pa = — — 
— —  — — @—@O . 
Am + ACE Ad. — 5 -P SR a a 
2 — 9 — EUR ett — — — 


I 


— 


— . — 


r 


1 


— 2 n 


* = . — 
i „ oa I ga— 
n * 


— * 
— — 


— —— —— 
1 
«gy 3. Ha — 
- go «© _ 


2130 The Meen of Corinth. 
Queen. What's that? 
Mer. My Shame, my Shame, my Shame: Oh I re- 
My ncver-dying Shame. (member, 
he. Here has been Villany. 
Que en. | fear ſo too. 
Mer. You are no Furics, are ye ? 
No horrid Shapes ſent to afright me? 
Age. No, Sweet, 
We are your Friends: Look up, TI am Agenor, 


O my Merione, that loves you dearly : 
And come to marry ye. 


Leo. Siſter, what ail ye? 
Speak out your Griefs, and boldly — 


Age. Something {ticks here 
Will choak ye elle. 


Mer. 1 hope it will. 

Queen. Be free, Lady, 

You have your loving Friends about ye. 

Age. Dear Merione, 

By the unſpotted Love I ever bore ye, 
By thine own Goodneſs 

Mer. Oh 'tis gone, 'tis gone, Sir, 

I am now I know not what; pray ye look not on me; 
No Name is left me, nothing to inherit, 
But that deteſted, baſe, and branded 

Age. Speak it, 

And how; Diſcaſes of moſt Danger, 
Their Cauſes once diſcover'd, are caſiſy cur'd; 
My fair Merione. 

Mer. I thank your Love, Sir; 
When | was fair Merione, unſpotted, 
Pure, and unblaſted in the Bud you honour'd, 
White as the Heart of Truth, then Prince Agenor, 
Even then I was not worthy of your Favour. 
Wretch that I am, leſs worthy now of Pity: 
Let no good thing come near me, Virtue flic me; 
You that have honeſt noble Names deſpiſe me, 
For I am nothing now but a main Peſtilence 
Able to poiſon all. Send thoſe unto me 
That have forgot their Names, ruin'd their Fortunes, 


Deſpis'd 
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Deſpis'd their Honours; thoſe that have been Virgins [| 
Raviſh'd and wrong'd, and yet dare live to tell it. 1 
The. Now it appears too plain. 
Mer. Send thoſe fad Pcople 
Thar hate the Light, and curſe Society; (nually | 
Whoſe Thoughts are Graves, and from whoſe Eyes conti- 
Their melting Souls drop out, ſend thoſe to me; | 
And when their Sorrows are moſt excellent, ii 
So full that one Grief more cannot be added, 1 
My Story like a Torrent ſhall devour 'em. 
Hark, it muſt out; but pray ſtand cloſe together, [| 
And let not all the World hear, ! 
Leo. Speak it boldly. | | 
Mer. And Royal Lady think but charitably, is 
Your Grace has known my breeding, | 
; upp Prithec ſpeak it. 
er. Is there no Stranger here? Send off your Servants, 
And yet it muſt be known? I ſhake. 
Age. Sweet Miſtreſs. 
Mer. 1 am abus'd, baſely abus'd; do you gueſs yct ? 
Come cloſe, III tell ye plainer; I am whor'd, 
Raviſh'd, and robb'd of Honour. 
Leo. Oh the Devil. 
Lge. What helliſh Slave was this? 
The, A Wretch, a Wretch, f 
A damned Wretch: Do you know the Villain, Lady? 
Mer. No. 
The. Not by gueſs? 
Mer. Oh no. 
The. It muſt be known. 
Queen. Where was the Place? 
Mer. I know not neither. 
Age. O Heav'n, 
Is this the happy time? My Hope to this come? 
Leo. Neither the Man nor Circumſtances ? 
The. His Tongue, 
Did not you hear his Tongue, no Voice? 
Mer. None, none, Sir: 
All I know of him was his Violence. 
Age. How came ye . Sweet? 
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Queen. What's that? 
Mer. My Shame, my Shame, my Shame: Oh I re- 
My never-dying Shame. (member, 
he. Here has been Villany. 
Que en. | fear ſo too. 
Mer. Vou are no Furies, are ye? 
No horrid Shapes ſent to afright me? 
Age. No, Sweet, 
We are your Friends: Look up, I am Agenor, 


O my Merione, that loves you dcarly : 
And come to marry ye. 


Leo. Siſter, what ail ye? 
Speak out your Griefs, and boldly— 


Age. Something ſticks here 
Will choak ye elle. 


Mer. 1 hope it will. 
Queen. Be free, Lady, 


You have your loving Friends about ye. 
Age. Dear Merione, 


By the unſpotted Love I ever bore ye, 
By thine own Goodneſs 
Mer. Oh 'tis gone, tis gone, Sir, 
I am now I know not what; pray ye look not on me; 
No Name is left me, nothing to inherit, 
But that deteſted, baſe, and branded 
Age. Speak it, 
And how; Diſeaſes of moſt Danger, 
Their Cauſes once diſcover'd, are caſily cur'd; 
My fair Merione. 
Mer. I thank your Love, Sir; 
When | was fair Merione, unſpotted, 
Pure, and unblaſted in the Bud you honour'd, 
White as the Heart of Truth, then Prince Agenor, 
Even then I was not worthy of your Favour. 
Wretch that I am, leſs worthy now of Pity: 
Let no good thing come near me, Virtue flie me; 
You that have honeſt noble Names deſpiſe me, 
For I am nothing now bur a main Peſtilence 
Able to poiſon all. Send thoſe unto me 
'T hat have forgot their Names, ruin'd their Fortunes, 


Deſpis'd 
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Deſpis'd their Honours ; thoſe that have been Virgins 
Raviſh'd and wrong'd, and yet dare live to tell it. 

The. Now it appears too plain. 

Mer. Send thoſe fad People 
Thar hate the Light, and curſe Society; (nually 
W hoſe Thoughts are Graves, and from whoſe Eyes conti- 
Their melting Souls drop out, ſend thoſe to me; 

And when their Sorrows are molt excellent, 

So full that one Grief more cannot be added, 
My Story like a Torrent ſhall devour 'em. 

Hark, it muſt out; but pray ſtand cloſe together, 
And let not all the World hear, 

Leo. Speak it boldly. 

Mer. And Royal Lady think but charitably, 
Your Grace has known my breeding. 

Queen. Prithee ſpeak it. 

Mer. Is there no Stranger here? Send off your Servants, 
And yet it muſt be known? I ſhake. 

Age. Sweet Miſtreſs. 

Mer. J am abus'd, baſely abus' d; do you guels yct ? 
Come cloſe, III tell ye plainer; I am whor'd, 
Raviſh'd, and robb'd of Honour. 

Leo. Oh the Devil. 

Age. What helliſh Slave was this? 

The. A Wretch, a Wretch, 8 
A damned Wretch: Do you know the Villain, Lady ? 

Mer. No. 

The. Not by gueſs? 

Mer. Oh no. 

The. It muſt be known. 

Queen. Where was the Place? 

Mer. I know not neither. 

Ade. O Heav'n, 
Is this the happy time? My Hope to this come? 

Leo. Neither the Man nor Circumſtances ? 

The. His Tongue, | 
Did not you hear his Tongue, no Voice? 

Mer. None, none, Sir: 

All I know of him was his Nigience. 
e. How came ye hither, Sweet 
* * 114 Aer. 
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Mer. I know not neither. 

The. A cunning Piece of Villany. 

Mer. All I remember 
Is only this: Going to Yeſta's Temple, 

To give the Goddeſs my laſt Virgin Prayers, 

Near to that Place I was ſuddenly ſurpriz'd, 

By five or fix diſguis'd, and from thence violently 

To my Diſhonour hall'd: That Act perform'd, 

Brought back, but how, or whither, 'till I wak'd 
here 

The. This is ſo monſtrous, the Gods cannot ſuffer it; 
I have not read in all the Villanies 
Committed by the moſt obdurate Raſcals, 

An AC ſo truly impious. 

Leo. Would I knew him. 

The. He muſt be known, the Devil cannot hide him. 

Queen. If all the Art I have, or Power can do it, 

He ſhall be found, and ſuch a way of Juſtice 
Inflicted on him : A Lady wrong'd in my Court, 
And this way robb'd, and ruin'd? 

The. Be contented, Madam, 

If he be above Ground I will have him. 

Age. Fair virtuous Maid, take Comfort yet and flouriſh, 
In my Love flouriſh; the Stain was forc'd upon ye, 
None of your Will's, nor yours; riſe, and riſe mine ſtill, 
And riſe the ſame white, ſweet, fair Soul, I lov'd ye, 
Take me the ſame. 

Mer. I kneel and thank ye, Sir, 

And I muſt fay ye are truly honourable, | 

And dare confeſs my Will yet till a Virgin; 

But fo unfit and weak a Cabinet - 

To keep your Love and Virtue in am I now, 

That have been forc'd and broken, loſt my luſtre, 

I mean this Body, ſo corrupt a Volume 

For you to ſtudy Good neſs in, and Honour, 

I ſhall intreat your Grace, confer that Happineſs 

Upon a Beauty Sorrow never ſaw yet; 

And when this Grief ſhall kill me, as it muſt do; 

Only remember yet ye had ſuch a Miſtreſs 3 

And if ye then dare ſhed a Tear, yet honour me by | , 
: N 890 


The Queen of Corinth. 2133 


Good Gentlemen, expreſs your Pities to me, 
In ſeeking out this Villany ; and my laſt Suit 
Is to your Grace, that I may have your Favour 
To live a poor recluſe Nun with this Lady, 
From Court and Company, till Heav'n ſhall hear me, 
And ſend me Comfort, or Death end my Miſery. 
Queen. Take your own Will, my very Heart bleeds 
for thee. 
Age. Farewel Merione, ſince I have not thee, 
I'll wed thy Goodneſs, and thy Memory. 
Les. And I her fair Revenge. 
The. Away; let's follow it, 


For he is ſo rank 1'th' Wind we cannot miſshim. ¶ Exeunt. | 


SEN IV. 


f Euter Crates and Conon. 
Cra. non, you are welcome home, ye are wondrous 
Is this your firſt Arrival? (welcome. 
Con. Sir, but now 
I reacht the Town. 
Ga. Y'arc once more welcome then. 
On. I thank ye, noble Sir. 
Ca. Pray ye do me the Honour 
To make my poor Houſe firſt — 
Con. Pray Sir excule me, 
I have not ſeen mine own yet; nor made happy 
Theſe longing Eyes with thoſe I love there. What's 
this, a Tavern? 
Cre. It ſeems fo by the Outſide, 
Con. Step in here then, | 
And ſince it offers it ſelf ſo freely to us, 
A Place made only for liberal Entertainment, 
Let's ſeek no further, but make uſe of this, 
And after the Greek Faſhion, to our Friends 
Crown a round Cup or two. 
Enter Vintner and Drawer. 
Ca. Your pleaſure, Sir. 
Drawers, who waits within? 
Draw, Anon, anon, Sir. 
Vint. Look into the Lilly-Pot : Why Mark there, 5 
| 1 f O 
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You are welcome, Gentlemen; heartily welcome 
My noble Friend. 

Cra. Let's have good Wine, mine Hoſt, 
And a fine private Room. 

Vint. Will ye be there, Sir? 
What is't you'll drink? FI! draw your Wine my ſelf: 
Cuſhions, ye Knaves: Why when? 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw. Anon, anon, Sir. 

Vint. Chios, or Lesbos, Greek? 

Ga. Your belt and ncateſt. 

Vint. I'll draw ye that ſhall dance, 

Cra. Away, be quick then. [ Exit Hintuer. 

Con. How does your Brother, Sir, my noble Friend, 
The good Euphanes ? In all my Courſe of Travel 
I met not with a Gentleman ſo furniſh'd 
In Gentleneſs and Courteſie; believe, Sir, 

So many triendly Offices I receiv'd from him, 

So great and timely, and enjoy'd his Company 

In ſuch an open and a liberal Sweetneſs, 

That when I dare forget him 

Cra. He's in good Health, Sir; 

But you will find him a much alter'd Man, 
Grown a great Courtier, Sir. 

Con. He's worthy of it. 

Cra. A Mandrawn up that leaves no Print behind him 
Of what he was. Thoſe Goodneſſes you ſpeak of 
That have been in him, thoſe that you call Freedoms, 
Societies, and Sweetneſs, look for now, Sir, 

You'll find no Shadows of them left, no Sound; 

The very Air he has liv'd in alter'd. Now behold him, 
And you ſhall ſee a thing walk by, look big upon ye, 
And cry for Place; I am the Queen's, give room there. 
If you bow low, may be he'll rouch the Bonnet, 

Or fling a forced Smile at ye for a Favour. 

On. He is your Brother, Sir. 

Ca. Theſe forms put off, 

Which Travel, and Court Holy-water ſprinkle on him, 
dare accept, and know him; you'll think it range, * 
al 
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That even to me, to me his natural Brother, 
And one by Birth he owes a little Honour too 
Enter Vintner with Wine. 
(But that's all one) come, give me ſome Wine, mine Hoſt, 
Here's to your fair Return. 
Con. I wonder at it, 
But ſure he has found a Nature not worth owning 
In this way; elſe I know he is tender carricd. 
I thank ye, Sir; and now durſt | prcſume 
For all you tell me of theſe Alterations, 
Ard ſtops in his ſweet Nature, which till I find fo, 
I have known him now ſo long, and look'd fo thro' him, 
You mult give me Icave to be a little fairhleſs. 
I fay for all theſe, if you pleaſe to venture 
I'll lay the Wine we drink, let me fend for him 
(Even I that am the pooreſt of his Fellowſhip) 
But by a Boy o' th' Houſe too, let him have Buſineſs, 
Let him attend the Queen, nay, let his Miſtreſs 
Hold him betwixt her Arms, he ſhall come to me, 
And ſhall drink with me too, love me, and heartily, 
Like a true honeſt Man, bid me welcome home. 
{ am confident. | 
Cra. You will loſe. 
On. You'll ſtand to the Wager? 
Ca. With all my heart. 
On. Go, Boy, and tell Eupbanes. 
Boy. He's now gone up the Strect, Sir, 
With a great Train of Gallants. 
Cre. What think you now, Sir? 
Un. Go, and overtake him, 
Commend my Love unto him. My Name is Coon, 
Tell him I am new arriv'd, and where 1 am, 
And would requeſt to ſce him preſently. 
Ye {ce I uſe old dudgen Phraſe to draw him. 
Ca. I'll hang and quarter when you draw him hither. 
On. Away, Boy. 
Boy. J am gone, Sir. Exit. 
On. Here's to you now, 
And you ſhall find his Travel has not ſtopt him, 
As you ſuppoſe, nor alter'd any Freedom ; 


But 
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But made him far more clear and excellent. 
It draws the Groſsneſs off the Underſtanding, 
And renders actiye and induſtrious Spirits. 
He that knows moſt Mens Manners, muſt of neceſſity 
Beſt know his own, and mend thoſe by Example. 
"Tis a dull thing to travel like a Mill-horſe, 
Still in the Place he was born in, lam'd and blinded. 
Living at home is like it. Pure and ſtrong Spirits, 
That, like the Fire, ſtill covet to fly Pe! 
And to give Fire, as well as take it, cas'd up and mew'd 
I mean at home, like luſty mettled Horſes, (here, 
Only ty'd up in Stables to pleaſe their Maſters, 
Beat out their fiery Lives in their own Litters. 
Why do not you travel, Sir? 

Cra. I have no Belief in't, | 
I ſee ſo many ſtrange things half unhatch'd, to 
Return, thoſe that went out Men, and good Men, 
They look like poach'd Eggs, with the Souls ſuck'd out, 
Empty and full of Wind: All their AﬀeCtions 
Are bak'd in Ryc-cruſt, to hold Carriage 
From this good Town to t' other; and when they are 
They are ſo ill cook'd and mouldy---- (open'd, 

Con. Ye are pleaſant. 

Cra. I'll ſhew ye a Pack of theſe: I have 'em for ye, 
That have been long in Travel too. 

Con. Pleaſe you, Sir. 

Cra. You know the Merchants Walk, Boy ? 

2 Boy. Very well. 

Ca. And you remember thoſe Gentlemen were here 
The other Day with me? 

2 Boy Yes. 

Cra. Then go thither, 
For there | am ſure they are, pray em come hither, 
(And uſe my Name) I would be glad to ſee em. 

| Enter firſt Boy. | 

1 Boy. Your Brother's coming in, Sir. 

Vint. Odds my Paſſion; | 
Our with the Plate, ye Knayes bring the new Cuſhions, 
And waſh thoſe Glaſſes I ſer by for high Days, 
Perfume the Rooms along, why Sirrah. 


1 Boy. 
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1 Boy. Here, Sir. 
Vint. Bid my Wife make her ſelf ready handſomely, 
And put on her beſt Apron, it may be 
The noble Gentleman will look upon her. 
Enter Euphanes, and two Gentlemen, 
Euph. Wher is he, Boy? 
Yint. Your Worſhip's heartily welcome, 
It joys my very Heart to {ce ye here, Sir. 
The Gentleman that ſent for your Honour —— 
Euph. O good mine Holſt, 
Vint.To my poor homely Houſe,and'tlike yourHonour. 
Euph. TI thank thine Honour good mine Hoſt, where is 
Con. What think ye now? My beſt Euphanes. (he? 
Euph. Conon, welcome iny Friend, my noble Friend 
Are you in ſafety come, in Health ? (how is it ? 
On. All Health, all Safety, 
Riches, and all that makes Content and Happineſs 
Now I am here 1 have: How have you far'd, Sir? 
Eupb. Well, 1 thank Heav'n, and never nearer Friend 
To catch at great Occaſion. | 
Con. Indeed I joy in't. 
Eupb. Nor am I for my ſelf born in theſe Fortunes, 
In truth I love my Friends. | 
Con. You were noble. ever. 
Ca. I thought you had not known me. 


Eupb. Ves, ye are my Brother, [Euph. ſalutes Cra. 


My elder Brother too, would your Affections 
Were able but to ask that Love I owe to ye, 
And as I give, preſerve it; here Friend Conon, 
To your tair welcome home. 
Con. Dear Sir, I thank ye, 
Fill it to th* brim, Boy: Crates. 
Cra. I'll pledge you, 
But for that glorious Comet lately fired. 
Con. Fie, fie, Sir, fie. 
Euph, Nay, let him take his Freedoms, 
He ſtirs not me, I vow to ye; much leſs ſtains me. 


Cra. Sir, I cannot talk with that neat travelling Tongue. 


Con. As I live, he has the worſt belief in Men abroad. 
Enter ſecond Boy, 


I am glad I am come home. 2 Boy. 
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2 Bey. Here are the Gentlemen. 

Ga. O let em enter: Now you that truſt in Travel, 
And make ſharp Beards, and little Breeches Deitics, 
You that inhaunce the daily price of Tooth-picks, 
And hold there is no homebred Happineſs, 

Behold a Model of your Minds and Actions. 

Ewuph. Though this be envious, yet done Ith* way of 
I am content to thank ye for't. (Mirth, 

Con. Tis well yet. 

Cra. Let the Mask enter. 

Enter Onos, his Uncle, and Tutor. 

Ons. A pretty Tavern 'faith, of a fine Structure. 

Uncle. Bear your ſelf like a Gentleman, here's ſix pence, 
And be ſure you break no Glaſſes. 

Tutor. Hark ye Pupil, 

Go as I taught you, hang more upon your Hams, 

And pur your Knees out bent; there, yet a little: 
Now I beſeech ye, be not ſo improvident 

To forget your travelling Pace, 'tis a main PoſtuS e, 
And to all unair'd Gentlemen will betray you: 

Play with your Piſa Beard; why, where's your Bru ſh, Pu- 
He muſt have a Bruth, Sir. (pil? 

Uncle. More Charge yet? _, 

Tutor. Here, take mine, 

Theſe Elements of Travel he muſt not want, Sir. 

Uncle. Ma'foy, he has had ſome nineteen Pence in Ele- 
W hat would you more ? (ments, 

Tutor. Durus mebercle pater. 

Com. What Monſicur Ons, the very pump of Travel? 
Sir, as I live you have done me the greateſt kindnels, 
O my fair Sir, Lawpree, the careful Uncle 
To this young hopeful Iſſue; Monſicur Tutor too, 
The Father to his Mind; Come, come, let's hug Boys, 
Why what a bunch of Travel do I embrace now, 
Methinks I pur a Girdle about Europe; 
How has the Boy profited ? 

Uncle. He has enough, Sir, 
If his too fiery Mettle do not mar it. 

Con. ls he not thrifty yet? 

Tutor, That's all his Fault, 

Too 
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Too bounteous minded being under Age too, 
A great Conſumer of his ſtock in Pippins, 
Had ever a hot Stomach. 
Con. Come hither Onos, 
Will you love me for this fine Apple? 
Onos, We. 
Cm. And will ye be rul'd by me ſometimes? 
Ons. Faith I will. 
Con, That's a good Boy. 
Uncle. Pray give nor the Child fo much Fruit, 
He's of a raw Complexion 
Eupb. You Monſieur hard Edge, 
Do you remember me? Do you remember 
When you and your Conſort travelFd through Hungary? 
Con. He's in that Circuit ſtill, | 
Eur h. Do you remember 
The cantel of immortal Cheeſe ye carried with ye, 
The half cold Cabbage in a Leather Sachel, 
And thoſe invincible Eggs that would lye in your Bowels 
A fortnight together, and then turn to Bedſtaves 
Your ſower Milk that would choak an I: -man, 
And Bread was bak'd in Ceſar's time for the Army? 
Con. Providence, Providence. 
Tut, The Soul of Travel. 
Eupb. Can the Boy ſpeak yet? 
lutor, Yes, and as fine a Gentleman, 
I thank my able Knowledge, he has arriv'd at, 
Only a little ſparing of his Language, 
Which every Man of Obſervation — 
Uncle. And of as many Tongues: 
Tutor, Pray be content, Sir, 
You know you are for the bodily part, the Purfe, 
| for the Magazine, the Mind. 
Eupb. Come hither Springal. 
Ono. That inthe Almain Tongue fignifiesa Gentleman. 
Euph. What think you of the Forms of 1raly or Spain? 
Onos. ] love mine own Country Pippin. 
Tutor. Nobly anſwer'd, 
Born for his Country firſt. 
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Eupb. A great Philoſopher: 
What Horſes do you prefer? * 

Ono. The white Horſe, Sir, 

There where | lyez honeſt and a juſt Beaſt, 

Tutor, O caput lepidum : A Child to ſay this, 
Are theſe Figures for the Mouths of Infants ? 

Con. Onos, what Wenches ? 

Come, tell me true. | 

Onos. I cannot ſpeak without Book. 

Con, When ſhall we have one, ha? 

Onos. Steal me from mine Uncle, 

For look you, I am broke out horribly 
For want of fleſhly Phyſick N ſay I am too young, 
And that'twill ſpoil my growth; but could you help me? 

Con. Meet me to morrow Man, no more. 

Euph. You think now 
Ye have open'd ſuch a ſhame to me of travel, 

By ſhewing theſe thin Cubs: Ye have honour'd us 
Againſt your will, proclaim'd us excellent; 

Three Frails of Sprats carried from Mart to Mart, 
Are as much Meat as theſe, to more uſe travel'd ; 

A bunch of bloated Fools, methinks your Judgment 
Should look abroad ſometimes without your Envy. 
Cra. Such are molt of you; ſol take my leave, 

And when you find your Womens favour fail, 
"Tis ten to one you'll know your ſelf, and ſeek me 
Upon a better Muſter of your Manners. 
Con. This is not handſome, Sir. 
Euph. Pray take yout Pleaſure, 
You wound the Wind as much — 

Cra. Come you with me, . 
have buſineſs for you preſently: There's for your Wine, 
I muſt confeſs I loſt it. 

Ono. Shall I ſteal to ye, 

And ſhall we ſee the Wench? 

Con. A dainty one. 

Onos. And have a diſh of Pippins ? 

Con. What a peck Man. 

Tutor. Will you wait, Sir? 

On. Pray let's meet oftner, Gentlemen, 


would not loſe ye. 

Tutor. O ſweet Sir. 

Com. Do you think I would, 
Such noted Men as you ? 

Onos, Uncle, Tutor. We are your Servants. [ Exeunt. 

Euph. That thing they would keep in everlaſting No- 
My Brother for his own Ends has thruſt on (nage, * 
Upon my Miſtreſs; *tis true he ſhall be rich 4 
If ever he can get that Rogue his Uncle 
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To let him be of Years to come to inherit it, ip 
Now what the main Drift is — 1 

Con. Say ye ſo? no more Words, * 
I' keep him Company till he be of Years, 4 
Though it be a hundred Years, but PII diſcover it, | 7 


And ten to one I ll crols it too. 
Euph. You are honeſt, 
And I ſhall ſtudy ſtill your Love; farewel, Sir, [ 
For theſe few Hours I muſt defire your Pardon, 1 
I have Buſineſs of importance: Once a Day | 
At leaſt I hope youll ſee me, I muſt ſee you elſe- 
So, once more ye are welcome. 4 
Con. All my Thanks, Sir, 'F 
And when I leave to love you, Life go from me. ¶Exeunt. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


| 
Enter Theanor and Crates. | | 
| 


Ca. H Sir, the Kingdom's his; and no Man now 
Can come to Corinth, or from Corinth go, 
Without his Licence; he puts up the Tithes 
Of every Office through Achaia; 
From Courtier to the Carter hold of him. 
Our Lands, our Liberties, nay very Lives 
Are ſhut up in his Cloſet, and let looſe 
But at his Pleaſure; Books, and all Diſcourſe 
Have now no Patron, nor Direction, 
But glorified Eupbanes: Our Cups are guilty 
Vor. IV. *-" "0 That 


2142 The Que n of Corinth. 


That quench our Thirſts, if not unto his Health; 
Oh, I could eat my Heart, and fling away 

My very Soul for Anguiſh : Gods, nor Men 
Should tollerate ſuch Diſproportion. 

The. And yet is he l - whether't be Virtue, 
Or ſceming Virtue, which he makes the Cloak 
To his Ambition. 

Cra. Be it which it will, | 
Your Highneſs is too tame, your Eyes too film'd 
To fee this, and fir ſtill: The Lion thould not 
Tremble to hear the bellowing of the Bull; 
Nature excuſe me, thogt he be my Brother, 

You are my Country's Father, therefore mine: 
One parallel Line of Love I bend on him, 

All Lines of Love and Duty meet in you, 

As in their Center; therefore hear, and weigh 

W hat I ſhall ſpeak: You know the Queen your Mother 
Did, from a private State, your Father raiſe, 

So all your Royalty you hold from her; 

She is older than ſhe was, therefore more doating, 
And what know we but Blindneſs of her Love, 
(That hath from underneath the Foot of Fortune 
Set even Euphanes Foot, on Fortune's Head) 
Will take him by the Hand, and cry, Leap now 
Into my Bed; tis but a Frick of Age; 

Nothing impoſſible. 

The. What do you infer on this? 

Cra. Your Pardon, Sir, 

With Reverence to the Queen; yet why ſhould I 
Fear to ſpeak plain what pointeth to your Good ? 
good old Widow is a hungry thing; 

peak of other Widows, not of Qucens.) 
The. Speak to thy Purpoſe. 
Cra. I approach it: Sir, 

Should young Euphanes claſp the Kingdom thus, 
And pleaſe the good old Lady ſome one Night; 
What might not ſhe be wrought to put on you, 
Quite to ſupplant your Birth? Neither is ſhe 
Paſt Children, as I take it. 

The. Gates, thou ſhak'ſt me; 


A 
(1 


Thou 


The Queen of Corinth. 2143 


Thou, that doſt hate thy Brother for my Love, 
In my Love find one; henceforth be my Brother : 
This Giant I will fell beneath the Earth; 
I will ſhine cut, and melt his artful Wings: 
Euphanes, from my Mother's Sca of Favours 
Spreads like a River, and runs calmly on, 
Secure yet from my Storms; like a young Pine 
He grows up planted under a fair Oak, - 
Whoſe ſtrong large Branches yet do ſhelter him, 
And every Traveller admires his Beauty; 
But like a Wind, I'll work into his Cranks, 
Trouble his Stream, and drown all Veſſels that 
Ride on his Greatneſs: Under my Mother's Arms, 
Like to a ſtealing Tempeſt will 1 ſearch, 
And rend his Root from her Protection. 
Ga. Ay, now Theanor ſpeaks like Prince Theanor. 
The. But how ſhall we provoke him to our Snares? 
He has a Temper, Malice cannot move 
To exceed the Bounds of 3 he is ſo wiſe, 
That we can pick no Cauſe to affront him. 

Cra. No? 
What better than his croſſing your Intent? 
The Suit I had to ye? Conon's forfeit ſtate 
(Before he travell'd) for a Riot, he 
Hath from your Mother got reſtored to him. 

The. Durſt he? What is this Conon? 

Ga. One that hath, =D 
As People ſay, in foreign Countries pleaſurd him. 

Enter Onos, Uncle, Tutor, Neanthes, Soſicles, Eraton. 
But now no more; 
They have brought the Travellers I told you of, 
That's the ſweet Youth, that is my Brother's Rival, 
That eurls his Head, for he has little Hair, 
And paints his Vizor, for it is no Face, 
That ſo deſires to follow you, my Lord; 
Shew 'em ſome Countenance, and it will beget 
Our Sport at leaſt. 

The. What villainous Crab-Tree Legs he makes? 
His Shins are full of True -Love Knots. as 
Ca. His Legs were ever villainous,fince I knew him. 

Kk 2 | Era. 
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Era. Faith his Uncle's Shanks are ſomewhatthe better. 

Nean. Bur is't poſſible he ſhould believe he is not of 
Why he's fifty, Man, in's Jubile I warrant : (Age? 
S'light, he looks older than a Groat; the very Stamp 
On's Face is worn out with handling. (him ſpeak, 

Soſ. Why I tell you all Men believe it when they hear 
He utters ſuch ſingle Matter in fo infantly a Voice. 

Nean. He looks as like a Fellow that I have ſeen ac- 
commodate Gentlemen with Tobacco in our Theaters. 
Ono. Moſt il uſtrious Prince. 


Era. A pox on him, he is gelt, how he trebles? 
On0s. I am a Gentle man a' both ſides. 


Tutor, He means (ſo't pleaſe your Highneſs) both by 
Father and Mother. 


Soſ. Thou a Gentleman? Thou an Aſs. 

Nean. He is ne'er the farther from being a Gentleman, I 

Tutor. May it pleaſe your Grace, Iam another. (aſſure you. 

Nean Ne is another Aſs he ſays, I believe him. 

Uncle. We be three, Heroical Prince. 

Neen. Nay then we muſt have the Picture of 'em, and 

the Word Nos ſums, | (gether. 

Tutor. That have travell'd all Parts of the Globe to- 

Uncle. For my part, I have ſeen the Viciſſitude of 

Fortune before. 

Onos. Peace Uncle, for though you ſpeak a little better 

Nean. Tis a very little, in Truth. (than I. 

Onos. Vet we muſt both give place, as they ſay, 

To the beſt Speaker, the Tutor. 

Tutor. Vet ſince it hath pleaſed your Radience to de- 
Cline ſo low, as on us poor and unworthy Dunghills— 

Nean. What a ſtinking Knave's this? 

Tutor. Our Peregrination was ne'er ſo facilitated, as ſince 
weentcr'd the Line of your gracious Favour, under whoſe 
Beamy Aſpe&t, and by which infallible Mathematical 
Compaſs, may we but hereafter preſume to fail, our In- 
duſtries have reach'd their defir'd Termination and Period; 
and we ſhall voluntarily ſacrifice our Lives to your re- 
ſplendent Eyes, both the Altars and Fires of our devoted 
Offerings. 

Ono. Oh divine Tutor! 


C74. 


— 


The Queen of Corinth. 2145 


Cre. Can you hold, Sir? | (in Cormarh., 

Era. tie has ſpoken this very Speech to ſome Whore 

Nea, A ague on him fora tuſtian Dictionary; on my 
Conſcience this is the Ulyſean Traveller that ſent home 
his Image riding upon Elephants to the great 37cg0/. 

Sof. The ſame; his Wit is ſo huge, nought but an 
Elep ant could carry him. 

Era. So heavy you nv an. 

Nean. Theſe threc, are ev'n the fin'ſt one Fool tripar- 
tite, that was e'er diſcover'd. 

Soſ.Ora Treaule f Famine divided into three Branches. 

Era. he Prince ſpeaks. 
| The. I thank ye for your Loves; but as I told you, 

I have fo itile Means to do for tho'e 

Few Followr5 have already, that 

I would ha en ue Shipyrack thernſcives, and Fortune, 
Upon my barren Shelf: Sue ro Exphanes, 

For he is Prince, and Queen, I would have no Man 
Curſe me in his old Aye. 

Ca. Alas, Sir, they defire to follow you 
But afar off; the further off the better. 

Tutor. J Sir, and't be ſeven Mile off, ſo we may but fol- 
low you, only to countenance us in the Confronts and f- 
fronts, which (accordir.; to your Highneſs Will) we 
mean on ail O caſions to put upon the Lord Frphexes, 

Onos. He ſhall not want gibing nor jecring, I warrant 
him, if he do, III forſwear Wir. | 

Nean. It has fo ſworn thee, I'll ſwear, it is the ancient 
Enemy to thy Houſe. 

The. Well, be it ſo; I here receive ye; for my Fo'- b 
lowers a great way off. 8 

Mau. Seven Miles, my Lord, no further. 1 

Ons. By what time, Sir, (by this Meaſure) may I come 9 
to follow him in his Chamber? (long. 1 

Nean. Why, when his Chamber, Sir, is ſeven Mites 
Enter Euphanes, Conon, Page, Gentlemen and Attendants. 1 

Gent. Make way there for my Lord Eupbanes. 

Cra. Look Sir, e appears, 5 
The Peacock of our State, that ſpreads a Train 
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- Brighter than Tris Bluſhes after Rain. 
Euph. You necd not thank me Coon, in your Love 
You antidated what I can do for you, 
And I in Gratitude was bound to this, 
And am to much more; and what e'er he be 
Can with Unthanktfulneſs aſſoil me, let him 
Dig out mine Eyes, and ſing my Name in Verſe, 
In Ballad Verſe at every drinking Houle, 
And no Man be ſo charitable to lend me 
A Dog to guide my ſteps. | 
Nean. Hail to Euphanes. 
Soſ. Mighty Eupbanes, 
Era. The great Prince Eupbanes. 
Tutor. Key of the Court, and Jewel of the Queen. 
Uncle, Sol in our Firmament. 
Onos. Pearl in the States Eye. 
Nean. Being a black Man. 
Era. Miſtreſs of the Land. 
Nean. Our humble, humble poor Petitions are, 
That we may hold our Places 
All. May we ? (Fools, 
Eupb. Ves; be you malicious Knaves ſtill; and you 
Con. This is the Prince's, and your Brother's Spight. 
Euph. I know't, but will not know it. 
Con. Yonder they are. 
Who's fine Child's this? 
Uncle. Sir. 
Onos. Uncle, le' be, 
Let him alone, he is a mighty Prince. 
Euph. T ask your Highneſs Pardon : I proteſt 
By Fupiter I ſaw you not. 
The. Humh; it may be ſo. | 
You haverais'd ſuch Mountains *twixt your Eyes and me, 
That I am hidden quite: What do ye mean, Sir? 
You much forget your ſelf. 
Euph. 1 ſhould much more, 
Not to remember my due Duty to your Grace; 
I know not wherein I have ſo tranſgreſs'd 
My Service to your Highneſs, to deſerve 
This Rigour and Contetnpt, not from you only, 


But 
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But from your Followers, with the beſt of whom 
was an Equal in my loweſt ebb; 
Beſeech you, Sir, reſpect me as a Gentleman, 
| will be never more in Heart to you: 
Five fair deſcents I can derive my ſelf, 
From Fathers worthy both in Arts and Arms. 
I know your Goodneſs companies your G catnc(s 
But that you are perverted: Royal Sir, 
] am your humbleſt Subject, uſe your pleaſure, 
But do not give protection to the Wrongs 
Of theſe ſubordinate Slaves, whom I could cruth 
By that great deſtin'd Favour, which my Miſtreſs 
And your M:jeſtick Mother deſigns to me, 
But in reſpect of you: I know lean Envy 
Waits ever on the ſteps of Virtue advanc'd; 
But why your Mother's Grace gets me Diſgrace, 
Or renders me a Slave to bear theſe wrongs, 
| do not know. | 
Oh Mediocrity, 
Thou prizeleſs Jewel, only Mean Men have, 
But cannot value; like the precious Gem 
Found in the Muckhill by the ignorant Cock. 
The. Your creamy words but cozen; how durſt you 
Intercept me ſo lately to my Mother? 
And what I meant your Brother, you obtain'd 
Unto the forfeiture again. 
Ca. Your anſwer to that my Lord, my Brother, 
Euph. May I periſh 
If &er I heard you intended ſuch a ſuit, 
Though *twould have ſtuck an ignominious brand 
Upon your Highneſs, to have given your Servant 
A Gentleman's whole State of Worth and Quality, 
Confiſcate only for a youthful Brawl. 


The. YourRudiments are too ſawcy, teach your Page. 


Con. Ay, ſo are all things but your Flatterers. 
Onos. Hold you your praring. 
Cn. You know where you are, you fleeten Face. 
Eupb. Yet, Sir, to appeaſe and ſatisfie your Anger. 
Take what you pleaſe from me, and give it him 
In lieu of this; you ſhall not take it neither, 
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1 freely will impart it, half my State, 
W hich, Brother, if you pleaſe 
Ga. I'll ſtarve in Chains firſt, 
Eat my own Arms. 
Fupb. Oh that you ſaw your ſelf; 
You ne'er made me ſuch offcr in my poorneſs, 
And 'cauſe, to do you eaſe, I fought not to you, 
Lou thus maligne me; yet your Nature muſt not 
Corrupt mine, nor your rude Examples lead me: 
Tf mine can mend you, I ſhall joy; you know 
I fear you not; you have {cen me prov'd a Man 
In every way of Fortune, 'tis my comfort 
I know no more ſuch Brothers in the World 
As Crates is. 
Con. Nor I ſuch as Euphanes : 
The temper of an Angel reigns in thee. 
Euph. Your Royal Mother, Sir, I had forgot, 
Entreats your Preſence. 
The. You have done her Errand, 
I may do yours, [ Exit, 
Euph. Let it be Truth, my Lord. 
Con. Crates, I'll queſtion you for this. 
Cra. Pith, your worſt. [ Exit. 
Con. Away you Hounds after your ſcent. 
Onos. Come, we'll ſcorn to walk to'm : now they are gone, 
We'll away too. IT > - ..- | Exe. 
Con, Why bear you this, my Lord? 
Euph. To ſhew the paſſive Fortitude the beſt; 
Virtue's a ſolid Rock, whereat being aimd 
The keeneſt Darts of Envy, yet unhurt 
Her Marble Heroes ſtand, built of ſuch Baſes, 
Whilſt they recoil, and wound the Shooters Faces, 
Enter Queen and Ladies, 
Con. My Lord, the Queen. 
Queen, Gentle Euphanes, how, 
How doſt thou, honeſt Lord? oh how I joy 
To ſee what I have made, like a choice Workman, 
That having ſram'd a Maſter- piece, doth reap 
An univerſal Commendation | 
Princes are Gods in this. I' build thee yet, 
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The good Foundation ſo pleaſes me, 
A ſtory or two higher; let Dogs bark, 
They are Fools that hold them dignified by Blood, 
They ſhould be only made Great that are Good. 
Euph. Oraculous Madam. 
Queen. Sirrah, I was thinkin 
If Il ſhould marry thee, what merry Tales 
Our Neighbour Iſlands would make of us; 
But let that paſs, you have a Miſtreſs 
That would forbid our Banes; troth I have wiſh'd 
A thouſand times that I had been a Man, 
Then I might ſit a day with thee alone, 
And talk, 
But as I am I muſt not; there's no skill 
In being good, but in not being thought ill. 
Sirrah, who's that? 
Euph. So t pleaſe your Majeſty, 
Conon, the Friend ſu'd for. 
Qucen. Tis diſpatch'd, 
Con. Gracious Madam, 
I owe the Gods and you my Life. 
Queen. I thank you, 
I thank you heartily; and I do think you 
A very honeſt Man, he ſays you are; 
But now P11 chide thee; what's the cauſe, my Son, 
For my Eye's every where, and I have heard, 
So inſolently does thee Contumelies 
Paſt ſufferance (I am told) yet you complain not, 
As if my Juſtice were fo partial 
As not to right the meaneſt: Credit me, 
PII call him to a ſtrict acconnt, and fright, 
By his Example, all that dare curb me 
In any thing that's juſt: 1 ſent you for him. 
Euph. Humbly he did return, he would wait on you: 
But let me implore your Majeſty, not to give 
His Highneſs any check, for worthleſs me; 
They are Court Cankers, and not Counſellors, 
That thus inform you; they do but hate the Prince, 
And would ſubvert me: I ſhould curie my fortune 
Eyen at the higicſt, ro be made the inn 


To 
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To unſcrew a Mother's Love unto her Son: 
Better had my pale flame in humble Shades 
Been ſpent unſeen, than to be rais'd thus high, 


| Now to be thought a Meteor to the State, 


Portending Ruin and Contagion : 

Beſeech you then reſt ſatisfy d, the Prince 

Is a moſt noble natur'd Gentleman, 

And never did to me but what I took 

As favours from him, my blown Billows muſt not 

Strive *gainſt my Shore, that ſhould confine me, nor 

Juſtle with Rocks to break themſelves to pieces. 
ueen. Well, thou'rt the compoſition of a God: 

My Lion, Lamb, my Eaglet, and my Dove, 


| Whoſe Soul runs clearer than Dianas Fount, 


Nature pick'd ſeveral Flowers from her choice banks, 
And bound them up in thee, ſending thee forth 
A Poſie for the Boſom of a Queen. Nh TT. 
Lady. The Prince attends you. 
Queen. Farewel, my good Lord: 
My honeſt Man; ſtay, haſt no other Suit? 
I prithee tell me; Sirrah, thine Eye ſpeaks 
As if thou hadſt; out with it, modeſt Fool. 
Euph. With favour, Madam, 1 would crave your leave 
To Marry, where I am bound in gratitude, 
The immediate means ſhe was to all my Being: 
Nor do I think your Wiſdom, ſacred Queen, 
Fetters in favours, taking from me fo 
The liberty that meaneſt Men enjoy. 
Queen. Tomarry? you are a Fool: thou'ſt anger'd me: 
Leave me, I'll think on't : [ Exit Euph. and Con. 
Only to try thee this, for though I love thee, | 
Enter Theanor. 
T can ſubdue my ſelf : but ſhe that can 
Enjoy thee, doth enjoy more than a Man. 
Nay riſe without a Bleſſing, or kneel (till - 


What's Sir the reaſon you oppoſe me thus, 


And ſeek to darken what I would have ſhine? 
Eclipſe a fire much brighter than thy elf, 
Making your Mother not a competent Judge 
Ot her own Aﬀions? ff + 


The, 
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The. Gracious Madam, I 
Have done no inore than what in Royalty, 
And to preſerve your Fame, was fit to do: 
Heard you the Peoples talk of you, and him 
You favour ſo, his Greatneſs, and your Love, 
The pity given to me, you would excuſe me, 
They prate as if he did dithonour you; 
And what know I, but his own laviſh Tongue 
Has uttered ſome ſuch Speeches ; he is call'd 
The King of Crintb. 

Queen. They are Traitors all: 
I wear a Chriſtal Caſement *fore my Heart, 
Through which each honeſt Eye may look into't; 
Let it be Proſpect unto all the World, 
I care not this. 

The. This muſt not be my way. 
Your Pardon, gracious Madam; theſe Incitements 
Made me not ſhew fo clear a Countenance 
Upon the Lord Euphanes as I would; 
Which ſince your Majeſty affects ſo grievouſly 
I'll clear the black Cloud of it, and henceforth 
Vow on this knee all Love and Grace to him. 

Queen. Riſe with my Bleſſing, and to prove this true, 
Bear him from me this Cabinet of Jewels - 
In your own Perſon ; tell him, for his marrying 
He may diſpoſe him how, and when he pleaſe. 

[Exit Queen and Crates, 
The. I ſhall diſcharge my Duty and your Will. 
Enter Crates. 

Ga. I have heard all, my Lord, how luckily 
Fate pops her very Spindle in our Hands : 
This Marriage with Beliza you ſhall croſs, 
Then have I one attempt for Lamprias more 
Upon this Phaeton: Where's Mer1one's Ring, 
Thar in the Rape you took from her? 

The. Tis here. 

Ga. In, and affect our purpoſe; you, my Lord, 
Shall diſobey your Mother's charge, and ſend 
This Cabinet by ſome Seryant of her own, 
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That what ſucceeds may have no Reference 
Unto your Highneſs. 

The. On, m Engine, on. 

Cre. Now, if we be not ſtruck by Heav'ns own Har, 
We'll ruin him, and on his Ruins ſtand. [ Exeyy: 


SONNE II. 


Enter Agenor, Leonidas, Merione, and Bcliza. 


A ſad SONG. 
E EP no more, nor Sigh nor Groan, 
Sorrow calls no Time that's gone: 
Violets pluck'd, the ſweeteſt Rain | 
Makes not freſh nor grow again; 
Trim thy Locks, look cheerfully 
Fates bidd'n ends, Eyes cannot ſee. 
Foys as winged Dreams fiy faſt, 
Why ſhould Sadneſs longer laſt. 
Grief is but a Wound to Woe 
Gentleſt Fair, mourn, mourn no moe. 


Age. Theſe heavy Airs feed Sorrow in her, Lady, 
And nouriſh it too ſtrongly; like a Mother 
That ſpoils her Child with giving on't the Will. 
| A lighter SONG. | 
Ourt Ladies laugh, and wonder. Here is one 
That weeps becauſe her Maiden-head is gone, 
Whilſt you do never fret, nor chafe, nor cry, 
But when too long it keeps you Company ;, 
Too well you know, Maids are like Towns on Fire, 
Waſting themſelves, if no Man quench Defire. 
Weep then no more, Fool: A new Maiden-head 
Thou ſuffer'ſt loſs of, in each chaſte Tear ſhed. 
Bel. Some lighter Note. 
Leo. How like a hill of Snow ſhe fits, and mclts 
Before the unchaſte fire of others Luſt ? * 
What Heart can ſee her Paſſion and not break? 
Age. Take comfort, gentle Madam; you know well 
Even actual Sins committed without Will, 
Are neither Sins nor Shame, much more compell'd; 
Your Honour's no whit leſs, your Chaſtity 


* 
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No whit impair'd, for fair Merione 
I; more a Virgin yet than all her Sex: 
Alas tis done; why burn theſe Tapers now? 
Wicked and frantick Creatures joy in Night. 

Leo. Imagine fair Merione had Dream'd 
Ghe had been Raviſh'd, would ſhe fit thus then 
Excruciate? Aer. Oh. 

Bel. Fye, fye, how fond is this? 
hat reaſon tor this ſurfeit of Remorſe ? 
How many that have done ill, and proceed, 
Women that take Degrees in Wantonneſs, 
Commence, and rile in rudiments of Luſt, 
That feel no ſcruple of this tenderneſs ? 

Mer. Piſh. 

Bel. Nor are you matchleſs in miſhap, even I 
Do bear an equal part of Miſery ; 
That Love, belov'd, a Man the Crown of Men, 
Whom I have friended, and how raiſed *tis better 
That all do know and ſpeak it than my ſelf : 
When he ſail'd low I might have made him mine, 
Now at his full Gale, it is queſtionable 
If ever I o'er-take him. 

Age. Wherefore ſits 
My Phebe ſhadow'd in a ſable Cloud? 
Thoſe pearly drops which thou let'ſt fall like Beads, 
Numb'ring on them thy veſtal Oriſons 
Alas are ſpent in vain: I love thee ſtill, 
In midſt of all theſe Showers thou ſweetlier ſcent'ſt, 


| Like a green Meadow on an April Day, 


In which the Sun and Weſt-wind play together, 
Striving to catch and drink the balmy Drops. 
Enter Euphanes, and Servant. 


Ser. The Lord Euphanes, Madam. | Exit Mer. 
Age. Poor Merione, © 3 
She loaths the Light, and Men. [ Exit. 


Euph. The virtuous Gods preſerve my Miſtreſs. 

Bel. O my moſt honour'd Lord, thoſe times are chang'd. 

Euph, Let times and Men change, could Heav'n change, 
Should never change, to be Devoted ever (Eupbanes 


Te fair Belize, ſhould my load of Honours, O 
40 ; 7 
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Or any Grace which you were Author of 
Det ract mine Honour, and diminiſh Grace? 
The Gods forbid; you here behold your Servant, 
Your Creature, gentle Lady, whoſe ſound Sleeps 
You purchas'd for him, whoſe Food you paid for, 
W hoſe Garments were your charge, whoſe firit Prefer. 
You founded; then, what ſince the gracious Queen (ment 
Hath, or can rear, is upon your free Land, 
And you are Miſtreſs of. 
Bel. Mock me not, gentle Lord, 
You ſhine now in too high a Sphere for me, 
We are Planets now disjoin'd for ever, yet 
Poor ſuperſtitious Innocent that I am, 
Give leave that I may lift my Hands, and Love, 
Not in Idolatry, but perfect Zeal: 
For credit me, I repent nothing I have done, 
But were it to begin would do the fame. 

Euph. There are two Seas in Corinth, and two Queens, 
And but there, not two ſuch inthe ſpacious Univerſe; 

I came to tender you the Man you have made, 
And like a thankful Stream to retribute 
All you my Ocean have enrich'd me with- 
You told me once you'd marry me. 

Bel. Another mock ? You were wont to play fair play, 
You ſcorn poor helps ; he that is ſure to win, (Queen. 
May ſlight mean Hearts, whoſe Hand commands the 

Euph. Let me be held the Knave through all the Stock 
When I do ſlight my Miſtreſs; you know well 
The gracious inclination of the Queen, 

Who ſent me leave this Morning to proceed 
To marry as I ſaw convenience, 9 
And a great gift of Jewels: Three days hence 
The general Sacrifice is done to Veſta, 

And can you by then be accommodated, 
Your Servant ſhall wait on you to the Temple. 

Bel. Till now 
I never felt a real joy indeed. 

Euph. Here then I ſeal my Duty, here my Love, 
Till which vouchſafe to wear this Ring, dear 2 
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Twas the Queen's Token, and ſhall celebrate 
Our Nuptials. 
Bel. Honour ſtill raiſe, and preſerve 
My honour'd Lord, as he preſerves all Honour. [Ex.Euph. 
Enter Agenor, Leonidas, and Merione. 
Age. Why ſhift you Places thus, Merione, 
And will not lend a Word? Could'ſt thou fo ſoon 
Leave Sorrow as the Place, how bleſt were I, 
But 'twill not be; Grief is an impudent Gueſt, 
A Follower every where, a hanger on, 
That Words nor Blows can drive away. 
Leo. Dear Siſter. 
Bel. Who can be ſad? Out with theſe Tragick Lights, 
And let day repoſſeſs her natural Hours: 
Tear down theſe blacks, caſt ope* the Caſements wide, 
That we may jocondly behold the Sun. 
I did partake with ſad Mer:one 
In all her Mourning; let her now rejoyce 
With glad Beliza, for Euphanes is 
As full of Love, full of Humility, 
As when he wanted. 
Mer. Oh— that. 
Teo. Help, ſhe faints : 
Her Grief has broke her Heart. 
Mer. No—that——that. 
Age. Miſtreſs, what point you at? 
Her Lamps are out, yet ſtill ſhe extends her Hand 
As if ſhe ſaw ſomething Antipathous 
Unto her virtuous Life. 
Leo. Still, till ſhe points, 
And her Lips move, but no Articulate ſound 
Breaths from em: Siſter, ſpeak, what moves you thus? 
Bel. Her Spirits return. 
Mer. Oh, hide that fatal Ring; 
Where had it you, Beliza*® 
Bel. What hid Fate 
Depends on it? Euphanes gave it me 
As holy pledge of future Marriage. 
Mer. Then is Euphanes the foul Raviſher- 
Let me ſpeak this and Die. That diſmal Night 3 
ich 
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Which ſeal'd my ſhame upon me, was that Ring 
The Partner of my rob'd Virginity. | 
Leo. Euphanes? 
Age. Strange. 
Bel. Impoſhble. | 
Mer. Impoſſible to have redreſs on him, 
Chief Servant to the Queen ha? I have read 
Somewhere | am ſure, of ſuch an Injury 
Done to a Lady: And how ſhe durſt Die. Exit. 
Age. Oh follow her, Beliza. 
Bel. To aſſure her, 
The unlikelihood of this. Exit. 
Age. Love hides all Sins. 
What's to be done, Leonidas ? 
Leo. Why this: 
Amazement takes up all my Faculties; 
The plagues of Gods and Men will muſter all 
To avenge this Tyranny. Oh frontleſs Man, 
To dare do ill, and hope to bear it thus: 
Firſt let's implore, then cure. 
Age. Who, who can truſt 
The gentle Looks and Words of two-fac'd Man? 
Like Grintb's double Torrent, you and I 159 
Will ruſh upon the Land; nor ſhall the Queen 
Defend this Villain in his Villany: | 
Luſt's violent Flames can never be withſtood 
Norquench'd, but with as violent ſtreams of Blood. 
[ Exennt, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I 


Enter Crates, Uncle, 7. utor, and Onos. 


—_— 


Onos. T Hinks he to carry her, and live? 
Cra. It ſeems ſo, 
And ſhe will carry him, the Story ſays. 
Onos. Well, hum — 8 


Have I for this, thou fair but falſeſt fair 


Stretch'd 
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Stretch'd this ſame ſimple Leg over the Sea? 

What though my baſhfulneſs, and tender Years, 

Durſt ne'er reveal my Affection to thy | ceth? 

Deep Love neer tattles, and, ſay they, loves bit 

The deeper dip'd, the ſwceter {till is it. 44h 
Tutor. Oh, ſee the power ot Love, he ſpeaks in Rhime. 
Gra. Oh, Love would make a Dog howle in Rhime: 

Of all the Lovers yet I have head or read 

This is the ſtrangeſt z but his Guardian, 

And you his Tutor ſhould inform him better, 

Thinks he, that Love is anſwer'd by inſtiuct? 
Tutor. He ſhould make means, 

For certain, Sir, his baſhſulneſs undoes him, 

For from his Cradle, head a ſhametul Face. 

Thus walks he Night and Day, cats not a bit, 

Nor ſleeps one jot, but's grown ſo humerous, 

Drinks Ale, and takes Tobacco as you fee, 

Wear's a Steeletto at his Codpicce cloſe, 

Stabs on the leaſt occaſion: Stroaks hs Beard, 

Which now he puts i'th' poſture of a T. 

The Roman T. your T. beard is the faſhion, | 

And twifold doth expreſs the enam ur'd Courtier, 

As full as your fo k-carying Traveller. RE 
Onos. Oh, bl:ck clouds of diſcontent invellop me, 

Garters fly off; go Hatband, bind the Erows 

Of ſome dull Citizen that fears to ake; 

And Leg appear now in ſimplicity 

Without the Trappings of a Courtier: 

Burſt Buttons burſt, your Batchelor is worm'd. 
Cra. A Worm- eaten Batchelor thou'rt indeed. 
Ons. And Devil Melancholy poſſeſſes me now. 
Uncle, Croſs him not in this fit 1 adviſe you, Sir. 
Ons. Dye crimſon Re ſe, that didſt adorn theſe Cheeks, 

For itch of Love is now broke forth on me. (ſcabby. 
Uncle. Poor Boy, tis true; his Wriſts and Hands arc 
Ones. Burn Eyes out in your Sockets, fink and ſtink: 

Tecth'l will pick you to the very Bones, 

Hang Hair like Hemp, or like the Hing Curs, 

For never Powder, nor the Criſping- Iron 

Shall touch theſe dangling locks — oh Ruby Lips, 
Vo L. IV. 2 Love 
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Love hath to you been like Wine Vinegar, 
Now you look wan and pale, Lips, Ghoſts ye are, 
And my diſgrace ſharper than Muſtard-ſeed. 
Cra. How like a Chandler he does vent his Paſſions, 
Riſum tencatis? 
Ons. Well ſung the Poet, 
Love is a Golden hub, full of Dreams; 
That ripen'd breaks, and fills us with extreams. 
Tutor, A Gold buble, Pupil, Oh groſs ſoleciſme 
To chaſter Ears that underſtand the Latin 
O05. J will not be corrected now; 
I am in Love, Revenge is now the Cud 
That I do chaw: Ill challenge him. 
Ca. I marry Sir. 
Uncle. Your Honour bids you, Nephew, on and proſper. 
On0s. But none will bear it from me, times are dangerous. 
Cra. Carry it „our ſeit, Man. 
Ono. Tutor, your counſel : 111 do nothing, Sir, 
Without kim. | 
Uncle. This may rid thee, valiant Cuz, 
Whom I have kept this forty Year my Ward; 
Fain would I have his State, and now of late 
He did inquire at Epheſus for his Age, 
But the Church Book being burnt with Dian's Temple 
He loft his aim: I have try'd to famiſh him, | 
Marry he'll live o'th* Stones; and then for Poiſons, 
He is an Antidote 'gainſt all of em; 
He ſprung from 277thridates; he is ſo dry and hot, 
He will eat Spiders faſter than a Monkey : 
His Maw, unhurt, keeps Quickſilver like a Bladder, 
The Jargeſt dole of Camphire, Opium, 
Harms not his Brain; I think his Skull's as empty 
As aſuck'd Egg; Vitriol and Oil of Tartar 
He will eat Toits of: Henbane I am ſure 
And Hemlock I have made his Pot-herbs often. 
Ca. It he refufe you, yours is then the Honour: 
If he accept, he being ſo great, you may 
Crave both to chuſe the Weapon, Time, and Place, 
Which may be ten Years hence, and Calicut, 
Or underncath the Line to avoid advantage. 


Ons, 
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nos. I am reſolved. 
Tutor. By your favour, Pupil, 
W hence ſhall this Challenge riſe? for you muſt ground it 
On ſome ſuch fundamental Baſe, or Matter, 
As now the Gentry ſet their lives upon. 
Did you e' er cheat him at {ome Ordinary, 
And durſt he ſay fo, and be angry? if thus, 
Then you muſt challenge him; hath hecail'd your Whore, 
W hore; though the be, beſide yours, twenty Mens? 
Your Honour, Repuration is touched then, 
And you mutt challenge him: Has he deny'd 
On thirty damme's to accommodate Mony, 
Though he have broke threeſcore before to you? 
Here you mult challenge him: Durit he ever ſhun 
To drink two Pots of Ale wi'ye? or to Wench 
Though weighty buſineſs otherwiſe importun'd? 
He is a proud Lord, 
And you may challenge him: Has he familiarly 
Diſlik'd your yellow Starch, or ſaid your Doublet 
Was not exactly frenchiff'd? or that, that Report 
In fair terms was untrue? or drawn your Sword, 
Cry'd *twas ill mounted? Has he given the lie 
In Circle, or Oblike, or Scmi-circle, 
Or direct Parrallel? you mult challenge him. 
Onos. He never gave my direct Apparel the lye in's life. 
Tut. But for the crown of all, has he refus'd 
To pledge your Miſtreſs Health though he were fick? 
Enter Neanthes and Page. 
And crav'd your pardon? you mult challenge him, 
There's no avoiding; one or both muſt drop. 
Ozos. Exquiſite Tutor. (here 
Nean. :Crates, I have fought you long, what mak« you 
Fooling with theſe three Farthings, while the Town 
Is all in uproar, and the Prince our Matter, 
Seis d by Leonidas and Agenor, carricd 
And Priſoner kept i'the Caſtle, flanks 
The Weſt part of the City, where they vow 
To hold him, till your Brother, Lord Euphanes, 
Be render'd to em, with his Life to ſatisfie 
The Rape, by him ſuſpected to Merione ? 
: 1 The 
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The Queen refuſes to deliver him, 
Pawning her knowledge for his Innocency, 
And dares em do their worſt on Prince Theanor; 
The whole State's in combuſtion. 
Qa. Fatal Ring. 
Uncle. What will become of us? 
Nean. And ſhe hath given Commiſſion to Erphanes 
And Conon, who have levied Men already, 
With violence to ſurprize the Tower, and take 'em. 
What will you do? 
Cra. Along wi'ye, and prevent 
A farther miſchief - Gentlemen, our intents 
We muſt deter; You are the Princes followers. 
Nean, Will ye walk with us? 
Uncle. You ſhall pardon us. 
Tutor. We are his Followers afar off, you know. 
And are contented to continue fo. [Exit Cra. and Nean. 
Ons Sir Boy. | 
Page. Sir Fool? a Challenge to my Lord? 
How dar'ſt thou, or thy Ambs-ace here think of him, 
Ye Crow-pick'd Heads, which your thin Shoulders bear 
As does the Poles on Corinth Bridge the Traitors: 
Why you three Nine-pins you talk of my Lord, 
And Challenges? you ſhall not need; Come draw, 
Ns Page is able to ſwindge three ſuch Whelps; 
Uncle, why ſtand ye off? Long-Man, advance. 
On's. Sight, what have we done, Tutor? 
Tutor, He is a Boy, 
An we miy run away with Honour. 
Page. That ye ſhall not, 
And being a Boy I am fitter to encounter 
A Child in Law as you are, under twenty: 
J hou Sat, thou three-ſcore Sot, and that's a Child 
Again I grant you. | 
Uncle. Nephew, here's an Age; 
Poys are turn'd Men, and Men are Children. 
Page. Away you Peaſants with your bought Gentry; 
Are hot you he, when your Fellow Paſſengers, 
Your laſt Tranſportment being aſſail'd by a Galley Ip 
| ' | 


The Queen of Corinth. 2161 


Hid your ſelf i the Cabbin; ard the Fight done 
Peep'd abo e Hatches, and cry'd, Have we taken, 
Or are we ta'en? Come, I do want a Slipper, 
But this ſhall ſerve: Swear all as | would have you, 
Or I will call fome dozen Brother Pages, 
T hey are not far off | am ſure, and we will blanket 
You until you piſs again. 

All. Nay, we will ſwear, Sir. 

Page. *Tis your beſt courſe: 
Firſt, you ſhall ſwear never to name my Lord, 
Or hear him nam'd hereafter, but barc-headed. 
Next, To begin his Health in every place, 
And never to retuſe to pledge it, though 
You ſurfeit to the Death. Laſtly, to hold 
The pooreſt, littleſt Page in Reverence 
To think him valianter, and a better Gentleman, 
Than you three ftamp'd together; and to give him 
Wine and Tobacco Wenger you meet, 
And the beſt Meat if he can ſtay. 

All, We ſwear it loyally. 

Page. Then I diſmiſs you 
True Liegemen to the Pantoffle; 
I had more Articles, but I have buſineſs 
And cannot ſtay now; ſo adicu dear Monſi ur, 
Tres noble & tres puiſſant. 

Uncle. Adieu Monſieur. 

Onos. A voſtre ſervice & commandement. 

Tutor. I told you, Pupil, you'd repent this foolery. 

Onos. Who, I repent? you are miſtaken, Tutor, 
I neer repented any thing yet in my lite, 
And ſcorn to begin now: Come, let's be m:lancholy. 


SCENE H. 


Enter Queen, Euphanes, Conon, and Lords. 
Lords. Twere better treat with em. 
Queen. I will no Treaties 
With a League-breaker and a Rebel; ſhall 1 
Article with a Traitor? be compell'd 
To yield an Innocent unto their fury | 
„ E13. Whom 


| Exennt. 
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Whom I have prov'd fo to you? 
Enph. Gracious Queen, 
Though your own God-like diſpoſition | 
Would fuccour Virtue, and protect the right 
Vet for the publick good, for the dear ſafety 
Of your mel Royal only Son, conſent 
To give me up the Sacrifice to their malice: 
My Life is aim'd at, and *twcre better fur 
The blood of twenty thouſand ſuch as I 
Purpled our Seas, than that your Princely Son 
Should be endanger'd. | 
Queen. Still well faid, honeſt Fool, 
Were their demand but one Hair from thy Head, 
By all the Gods Id ſcorn ' em: Were they here, 
The Majeſty that dwells upon this Brow 
Should ſtrike em on their Knees: As for my Son, 
Let *em no more dare than they'll anſwer, I 
An equal Mother to my Country am, 
And every virtuous Son of it is Son 
Unto my Boſom, tender as mine own. 
Con. Oh, you are heav'nly Madam, and the Gods 
Can ſuffer nothing paſs to injure you : 
The Life that Con promis'd, he ſtands now 
Ready to pay with joy. 
Queen. Farewel both, 
Succeſs attend you, you have Soldiers been, 
Tam Marti quam Mercurio, if you bring not Peace, 
Bring me their Heads. | 
Con. ] will put fair for one. ¶ Exe. Queen and Lordi. 
Euph. Double the Guard upon her Highneſs Perſon. 
non, you mult perform a friendly part, 
Which I ſhall counſel you. | 
On. I am your Servant. _ Exeuui. 


SGN 


Enter Theanor, Agenor, and Leonidas above. 
Leo. Make good that Fortification, and the Watch 


Keep ſtill upon the Battlements; Royal Sir, 
Meigh but our injuries, we have told you fully 


The manner and the matter halcs us thus; N 
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Nor ſhall this upſtart Muſhroom bred ''th* Night, 
Sit broodin;; underncath your Mother's Wings 
His damn d Impicries. 
Age. For your ſelt, brave Prince, 
Fear nothing that this face of Arms preſents; 
We ask the Raviflier, and have no means 
To win him from your molt indulgent Mother 
But by this Practice, 
The. Stout Leonidas, 
Princely Agenor, your Wrongs cry ſo loud, 
That who fo would condemn you is not heard, 
I blame you no!, who but Erphanes durſt 
Make Stories like to this? My Wrong's as ſtrorg, 
Ask my revengeful Arm to ftrenprhen yours; 
As for my fear, know you, and Greece throughout, 
| Enter fu hanes, and Conon. 
Our Mother was a Spartan Princeſs born, 
That never taught me to ſpell ſuch a Word. 
On. Sir, you do tempt your Lite. 
Euph. Conon, no more. 
Do thus as hou wou'd'ſt ſave it. [Sound Trumpet within. 
Age. What Trumpet's this? 
Leo. Beneath I do percc ive 
Two armed Men ſingle, that give us Summons 
As they would treat. | 
Age. Ler us deſcend. 
On. My Lord, 
I would you would excuſe me, and proceed 
According to the Queen's directions. 
Euph. Friend, 
As thou wouldſt wear that Title after Death, 
Enter below Theanor, Agenor, Leonidas, and Soldiers. 
Perform my Charge no Soldier on his Lite 
Are us nearer. 
on. Safety to both the Princes, Loyalty 
To you Lord General; the Queen, your Miſtreſs 
As well as ours, though not to tear, to cut 
Civil diſſention from her Land, and ſave 
Much guiltleſs Blood, that Uproar ever thirſts, 
And for the Safeguard of her Son, by me | 


j 
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(As you demand) hath ſent the Lord Eupbane: 

To plead his own Cauſe, or to ſuffer Dcath 

As you ſhall find him worthy; ſo delivering 

The Prince back, 1 ſhall leave him to your Guard. 
Leo. The Queen is good and gracious: Kiſs her Hand. 
Azz. And ſeal our Duties: Sir, depart in Peace. 
The. Oh Sir, ycu now perceive, when in the Scales 

Narure and fond Affection weigh together, 

One poizes like a Feather, aud you know my Lords 

What's to be done. 
Euph. Your Highneſs is unarm'd, 


PS e you to uſe mine, and to lead the Army 


a. k to your Mother: Cn u, march you with 'em. 

Con. | wii: my Le rd: ut not {> fa: as not 

To le you help, if danger look upon y u- [ Exit. 

Eph. Why do you look {> ſtrangely, fully, 

Or ſtay your deathfu! H nd ? be nor ſo wie 

To ſtop your Rage look how unmov'd!y, here 

I give my ſelf my Country's Sacrifice, 

An innocent Sacrifi e: Truth laughs at Death, 

And terrifies the Killer moe than ki ld; 

Integrity thus armleſs ſeeks her Foes, 

And neyer needs the Tar et nor the Sword, 

Bow, nor invenom'd Shafts. ' = b 
Leo. We are amaz'd, 

Not at your Eloquence, but Impudence, 

That dare thus front us. ö 
Age. Kill him, who knows not 


*..d 


The lron Forchead that bold Miſchief wears. 


Leo. Forbear a while Agenor, I do tremble, 
And ſomething fits like Virtue in his Face, 
Which the Gods keep. 

Eruph. Agenor, ſtrike Leonidas, | 
You that have purchas'd Fame on certain Grounds, 
Loſe it on Suppoſition : Smear your Hands 
In guiltleſs Blood, laugh at my Martyrdom: 
But yet remember, when Poſterity 
Shall read your Volumes fill'd with virtuous Acts, 
And ſha!l arrive at this black bloody Leaf, o 
Noting your fooliſh Barbariſms, and my Wrong, 
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(As time ſhall make it plain) what follows this n 
Deciphering any noble Deed of yours | 
Shall be quite loſt, for Men will read no more. 

Leo. Why? Dare you ſay you are innocent? 

Eupb. By all the Gods, as they (my Life, 
Of this foul Crime: Why Gentlemen, pry clean through 
Then weigh theſe Circumitances; think you that he 
Which made Day Night, and Men to Furies turm d, | 
Durl} not truſt Silence, Vizors, nor her Senſe « 
That ſuffer d; but with Charms and Potions þ 
Caſt her aſleep, (for all this | have enquir'd) f 

, 


Acted the Fable of Proſerpine's Rape, 
The place (by all Deſcription) like to Hell - 
And all to perpetrate unk: own his Luſt, if 
Would tondly in his Perſon bring a Ring, = 
And give it a Betrothed Wife, ith' ſame Houſe | 
Where the poor injur'd Lady liv'd and groan'd. | 
Age. Hell gives us Art to reach the depth of Sin, 
But leaves us wretched Fools, when we are in. 
Eupb. Had it given me that Art, and left me ſo, 
I would not thus into the Lions Jaws | 
Have thruſt my ſelf defenceleſs, for your good, 
The Princes ſafety, or the Common-weals; 1 
You know the Queen deny'd me, and ſent us 1 
Commanders to ſurprize you, and to raze 4 
This Tower down, we had power enough to do it, 1 
Or ſtarve you, as you ſaw, and not to tender 1 
My Perſon to your Wrath, which I have done, l 
Knowing my Heart as pure as Infants ſleep. 1 
Leo. What think you, Sir? 5 
Age. No harm J am ſure, I weep. | 
Euph. The Gods are juſt, and mighty: But to give you | 
Further aſſurance, and to make your ſelves | 
Judges and Witneſſes of my Innocence 
Let me demand this Queſtion, On what Night b 
Was this foul Beed committed? ll 
Age. On the Eeve before our Marriage meant. 1 
Eupb. Leonidas, MB 
(Your Rage being off, that ſtills drowns Memory) =” 
Where was your {elf and I that very Night, 


And 
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And what our Conference ? 
Leo, By the Gods tis true: 
Both in her Highneſs's Chamber, conferring 
Even of this Match until an hour of Day, 
And then came I to call you; we are ſham'd. 
Age. Utterly loſt, and ſham'd. 
Euph. Neither, be chear'd, 
He that could find this out, can pardon it; 
And know this Ring was ſent me from the Queen, 
How the came by it, yet is not enquir'd: 
Deeper Occurrents hang on't, and pray Heav'n 
That my Suſpicions prove as falſe as yours, 
Which for the World till I have greater Proof 
I dare not utter what, nor whom they touch; 
Only this build upon, with all my Nerves 
P11 labour with ye, till Time waken Truth. 
Age. There are our Swords Sir, turn the points on us, 
Leo. Puniſh Rebellion, and revenge your Wrong. 
Euph: Sir, my Revenge ſhall be to make your Peace. 
Neither was this Rebellion, but raſh Love. 
: Enter Conon. + (Arm'd? 
Con. How's this? Unarm'd left, now found doubly 
And thoſe that would have ſlain him at his Feet? 
Oh Truth, thou art a mighty Conquereſs: 
he Queen, my Lord, perplex'd in care of you, 
That, croſs to her Command, hazard your ſelt, 
In Perſon here is come into the Field, 
And like a Leader, marches in the Head 
Of all her Troops, vows that ſhe will demoliſh 
Fach Stone of this proud Tower be you not fafe: 
She chafes like ſtorms in Groves, now ſighs, now wecps; 
And both ſometimes, like Rain and Wind commixt, 
Abjures her Son for ever, leſs himſelf | 
Do fetch you off in Perſon, that did give 
Your ſelf to ſave him of your own free Will, 
And ſwears he muſt not, nor is fit to live. 
Euph. Oh ſhe's a Miſtreſs for the Gods. 
Age. And thou a Godlike Servant fit for her, 
Leo. Wide Greece | 


May boaſt, becauſe ſhe cannot boaſt thy like. 


Ewph, 
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Eupb. Thus Con tell her Highneſs. 
Con. w joy flies. 
Euph. Let's toward her March: Stern Drum ſpeak 
gentle Peace. : 
Leo. We are Priſoners, lead us: Ne'er was known 
A preſedent like this; one unarm'd Man, 
Suipected, to Captive with golden Words 
Truth being his Shield) ſo many arm'd with Swords. [Ex. 
Euter (at one Door ) Queen, Theanor, Crates, Conon, Lords, 
and Soldiers; (at another) Euphanes (with two Swords) A- 
genor, Leonidas, andoIdiers: i uphanes preſento Leonidas 
on his knees to the Queen: Agenor bare- headed, makes 
ſhew of ſorrow to the Queen, ſhe ſtamps, and ſeems to be 
angry at the fit. Euphanes perſwades her, lays their 
Swords at ber Feet, ſhe gives them their Swords again, they 
kiſs her Hand and embrace, the Soldiers lift up Euphancs, 
and ſhout : Theanor and Crates diſcovered, Conon whi- 
(pers with Crates, Fuphanes with Agenor, and Leoni- 
das obſerves it, who ſeem to promiſe ſomething, Euphanes 
directa his Page ſomewhat. 
| [ Exeunt all but Theanor end Crates. 
The. We are not lucky Gates, this great Torrent 
Bears all before him. | 
Cra. Such an Age as this 
Shall ne'er be ſeen again; Virtue grows fat, 
And Villany pines; the Furies are aſleep, 
' Miſchief *gainſt Goodneſs aim'd, is like a Stone, 
Unnaturally forc'd up an eminent Hill 
Whoſe weight falls on our Heads and buries us, 
We ſpringe our ſelves, we fink in our own Bogs. 
The. What's to be done? 
Cra. Repent, and grow good. 
The. Pith, 
"Tis not the faſhion, Fool, 'till we grow Old: 
The Peoples love to him now ſcares me more 
Than my fond Mother's, both which, like two Floads 
Bearing Enphanes up, will o'erflow me; 
And he is worthy, would he were in Heay'n, 
But that hereafter: Crates help me now, 
And henceforth he at eaſe. 8 
O. Your Will, my Lord? The, 
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The. Beliza is to marry him forthwith, 
T long to have the firſt touch of her too, 
That will a little quiet me. 
Cra. Fic, Sir, 
You'll be the Tyrant to Virginity; 
To fall but once is manly, to perſevere 
Beaſtly, and deſperate. 
' The. Croſs me not, but do't : 
Are not the Means, the Place, the Inſtruments 
The very ſame? I muſt expect you ſuddenly. [Exit, 
Ca. I muſt obey you. 
W ho is in evil once a Companion 
Can hardly ſhake him off, but muſt run on. 
Here I appointed Conon to attend 
Him, and his Sword; he promis'd to come ſingle, 
Enter Conon and Page. 
To avoid Prevention; he is a Man on's Word. 
Con. You are well met. Crates. 
Cra. If we part ſo, Coon. 
Con. Come, we wuſt do theſe mutual Offices; 
We muſt be our own Seconds, our own Sui geons, 
And fairly fight, like Men, not on Advantaye. 
Cra. You 8 an honeſt Boſom. 
Cn. Yours ſeems ſo. ; 
Cra. Let's pair our Swords: You area juſt Gentlemar- 
Con. Vou might be ſo: Now ſhake Hands if you pleaſe, 
Though't be the Cudgel Faſhion, 'tis a friendly one. 
Cra. 80, ſtand off. | | 
Page. That's my cue to beckon 'em. Exit. 
Con. Gates, to expoſtulate your Wrongs to me 
Were to doubt of em, or with your Excuſe 
In Words, and fo return like maiden Knights: 
Yet freely thus much I profeſs, your Spleen 
And rugged Carriage toward your honour'd Brother 
Hath much more ſtirr*d me up, than mine one Cauſe, 
For I did neer affect theſe bloody Men, 
But hold 'em fitter be made publick Hangmen, 
Or Butchers call'd, than valiant Gentlemea - 
"Tis ſtrue, ſtamp'd Valour does upon juſt Grounds, 
Yer for whom juſtlier ſhpuld I nes my Lite 
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Than him, unto whoſe Virtue I owe all. 

Gra. Cmon, you think by this great Deed of yours 
To inſinuate your ſelf a Lodging nearer 
Unto my Brother's Heart : Such Men as you 
Live on their Undertakings for their Lords, 
And more diſable them by anſwering for em. 
Than if they fare ſtill, make 'em but their Whores, 
For which end Gallants now-a-days do fight: 
But here we come not to upbraid ; what Men 
Seem, the raſh World will judge; but what they are 
Heav 'n knows and this——Horlſes, we are deſcry'd, 
One Sroke for fear of Laughter. 


Enter Euphanes, Agenor, Leonidas, and Page. 
Con. Half a ſcore. 


Euph. Hold, hold; on your Allegiance hold. 
Age. He that ſtrikes next 
Leon. Falls like a Traitor on our Swords. 
Euph. Oh Heav'n, my Brother bleeds : Conon, thou art 
A Villain, an unthanktul Man, and ſhalt 
Pay me thy Blood for his, for his is mine. 
Thou wert my Friend, bur he is {till my Brother; 
And though a Friend ſometimes be nearer ſaid, 
In ſome Gradation it can never be, 
Where that ſame Brother can be made a Friend, 
Which, deareſt Crares, thus low I implore; 
What in my Poverty I would not ſeek, 
Becauſe I would not burthen you, now here 
In all my height of Bliſs I beg of you, 
Your Friendſhip; my Advancement, Sir, is yours; 
I never held it ſtrange, pray ule it ſo: | 
We are but two, which number Nature fram'd 
In the moſt uſeful Faculties of Man, 
To ſtrengthen murually and relieve each other: 
Two Eyes, two Ears, two Arms, two Legs and Feet. 
That where one fail'd, the other might ſupply 
And I, your other Eye, Ear, your Arm and Leg, 
Tender my Service, Help and Succour to ye. 
Age. Leon. A moſt divine Example. 
Eupb. For dear Brother, 


Vou have been blind, and lame, and deaf to me, 


Now 
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Now be no more ſo: In humility 

I give ye the Duty of a younger Brother, 
Which take you as a Brother, not a Father, 
And then you'll pay a Duty back to me. 

Cra, Till now I have not wept theſe thirty Year, 

Euph. Diſcording Brothers, are like mutual Legs 
Supplanting one another: He that ſeeks 
Aid from a Stranger, and forſakes his Brother, 
Does but like him that madly lops his Arm, 

And to his Body joins a wooden one; 
Cuts off his natural Leg, and truſts a Crutch; 
Plucks out his Eye to 2 with Spectacles. 

Cra. Moſt dear Euphanes, in this Crimſon Flood 
Waſh my unkindneſs out; you have o'ercome me, 
Taught me Humanity and Brotherhood; 

Full well knew Nature thou wert fitter far 

To be a Ruler o'er me than a Brother, 

Which henceforth be: Fove ſurely did deſcend, 
When thou wert gotten, in ſome heav'nly Shape, 
And greet my Mother, as the Poets tell 

Of other Women. 

Age. Be this Holy-day. LEM 

Leon. And noted ever with the whiteſt Stone; 

Con. And pardon me, my Lord, look you, I bleed 
Faſter than Crates; what I have done I did 
To reconcile your Loves, to both a Friend, 

Which my Blood cement, never to part or end. 

Age. Moſt worthy Conor. 

Leon. Happy rife, this Day 
Contracts more good than a whole Age hath done. 

Eupb. Royal Agenor, brave Leonidas, 

You are main Cauſes, and muſt ſhare the Fame. 

Cra. Which in ſome part this Hour ſhall requite, 
For I have aim'd my black Shafts at white Marks, 
And now Ill put the Clew into your Hands, 

Shall guide ye moſt perſpicuouſſy to the depth 

Of this dark Labyrinth, where ſo long you were loſt 

Touching this old Rape, and a new Intent, 

W herein your Counſel, and your active Wit, 

My deareſt Brother, will be neceſſary. Eupb 
eb, 


\ 
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Euph. My Propheſy is come, prove my Hopes true, 
Agenor ſhall have right, and you no wrong, 
Time now will plack her Daughter from her Cave : 
Let's hence to prevent Rumour; my dear Brother, 
Nature's divided Streams the higheſt Shelf 
Will over-run at laſt, and flow to it ſelf, [ Exeunt. 


AC v. SCENE I. 


Enter Crates, Euphanes, Neanthes, Soſicles, Eraton. 


—— Have won the Lady to it, and that good 

A Which is intended to her, your Faith only 

And Secreſie muſt make perfect; think not, Sir, 

I ſpeak as doubting it, for I dare hazard my Soul upon 
Cra. You may ſafely, (the Tryal. 

But are Agenor and Leonidas ready 

To ruſh upon him the Act, and ſeize him 

In the Height of his Security? 

Eupb. At all Parts as you could wiſh them. 
Ca. Where's the Lady? 
Eupb. There 

Where you appointed her to ſtay. 

Ca. Tis wiſely order'd. (way, 
Euph. Laſt, when you have him ſure, compel him this 

For as by Accident here I'll bring the Queen 

To meet you, *twill ſtrike greater Terror to him, 

To be ta en unprovided of Excuſe, 

And make more for our Purpoſes. [ Exit. 
Cra. Come Neanthes, our Fames and all are at the ſtake. 
Nean. Tis fit, that ſince relying on your Skill, we venture 

So much upon one Game, you play with Cunning, 

Enter Theanor. 

Or we ſhall riſe ſuch Loſers as 
Syſ The Prince. 

Ga. The Plot is laid, Sir, howſoe'er I ſeem'd 

A little ſcrupulous, upon better Judgment 

I have effected it. 

Tbe. Tis the laſt Service 


Or 
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Of this foul kind I will employ you in. 

Ca. We hope lo, Sir. 

The. And I will fo reward it - 

Nean. You are bound to that; in every Family 
That does write luſtful, your fine Bawd gains more 
(For like your Brother, he takes Fees on both ſides) 
Than all the Officers of the Houle, 

Soſ. For us then 
To be a great Man's Panders, and live poor, 

That were a double Fault. 

Ga. Come, you loſe time, Sir, 
We will be with you inſtantly: The Deed done, 
We have a Mask that you expect not. 

The. Thou art ever careful; for Jove's Mercury 
I would not change thee. Exit. 

Era. There is an Honour for you. 

Nean. To be compar'd with the celeſtial Pimp, 
Fove's ſmock-ſworn Squire, Don Hermes. 

Cra. I'll deſerve it; 

And Gentlemen be aſſur'd, though what we do now 
Will to the Prince Theæuor look like Treaſon 

And baſe Diſloyalty; yet the End ſhall prove, 
When he's firſt taught to know himſelf, then you, 


— 


In what he judg'd us falſe, we were molt true. Exeu u 
. 


Enter Euphanes, Agen-r, Leonidas, and Conon. 
Euph. Only make haſte, my Lords, in ali things elſe 
You are inſtructed: you may draw your Swords 
For ſhew, if you think good, bur on my Lite 
You will find no Reſiſtance in his Servants, 
And he's himſelf unarm'd. | 
Age. I would he were not, ; 
My juſt Rage ſhould not then be loſt. 
Euph. Good Sir, | 
Have you a care no Iniury be done 
Unto the Perſon of the Prince; but Conn, 13 
Have you an Eye on both, it is your Truſt that J rely on: 
Con. Which | will diſcharge, aſſure your ſelf, molt 
Eh. For the Lady, * ( —— 
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| know your beſt reſpect will not be wanting; 
Then to avoid Suſpicion and Diſcovery, 
hold ir requiſite, that as ſoon as ever 
The Queen hath ſeen her, ſhe forſake the place, 
And fit her (elf for that which is projected 
For her bebte and your honour, 
Lev. If this proſper, believe it you have made a pur- 
My Service and my Life. (chale of 
Euph. Your Love J aim ar. 
Leo. Here | ſhall find you? 
Eupb. With the Queen, 
Con. Enough, Sir, [ Exe, 
Enter Page. 
Page. The Queen enquires for you my Lord, I have met 
A dozen Meſſengers in ſearch of you. 
Enter Queen, Ladies, and Attendants. 
Euph. I knew I ſhould be ſought for, as I wiſh'd 
She's come her {ſelf in Perſon. 
ween. Are you found, Sir? 
I wonder where you ſpend your Hours, methinks 
Since I fo love your Company, and profeſs 
"Tis the beſt comfort this Lite yields me, mine 
Should not be tedious to you. 
Euph. Gracious Madam, 
To have the happineſs to ſee and hear you, 
Which by your bounty is conferr'd upon me, 
| hold ſo great a Bleſſing, that my Honours 
And Wealth compar'd to that, ars bur as Cyphers 
To make that Number greater; yet your Pardon 
For borrowing from my Duty ſo much time, 
As the proviſion for my ſudden Marriage 
Exacted from me. 
Queen. I perceive this Marriage 
Will keek you often from me; but I'll bear it. 
She's a good Lady, and a fair, Euphanes, 
Yet by her leave 1 will ſhare with her in you; 
Iam pleas'd that in the Night ſhe ſhall enjoy you, 
And that's ſufficient for a Wife; the Day-time 
I will Divorce you from her. 
Leo. within, We will force you, if you reſiſt, 
; + 1% © A Mm Queen. 
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Queen. What Noile is that? 
The. within. Baſe Traytors. 
Euph. It moves this way. 


Enter Agenor, Leonidas with Theanor, Merione /ikeBeli;za 


Conon, Crates, Neanthes, Soſicles, Eraton, and Guard. 
Queen. Whatcer it be I'll meet it, 


was not born to fear: Who's that, Beliza ? 


Euph. My worthicſt, nobleſt Miſtreſs. [Exit Mer. 
Queen. Stay her, ha? 
All of you look as you were rooted here, 
And wanted motion; what new Gorgon's Head 
Have you beheld, that you are all turn'd Statues ? 
This is prodigious, has none a Tongue 
To ſpeak the Cauſe? 
Leo. Could every Hair, great Queen, 
Upon my Head yield an articulate ſound, 
And all together ſpeak, they could nor yet 
Expreſs the Villany we have diſcover'd; 
And yer, when with a few unwilling Words 
I have deliver'd what muſt needs be known, 
You'll ſay I am too Eloquent, and wiſh 
I had been born without a Tongue. 
Queen. Speak boldly, 
For I, unmov' with any loſs, will hear. 
Le. Then know, we have found out the Raviſher 
Of my poor Siſter, and the place, and means 
By which th' unfortunate, though fair Beliza 
Hath mer a ſecond Violence. | 
Eupb. This confirms what but before I doubted to my 
My Lady Raviſh'd. Kum. 
Queen. Point me out the Villain; 1 
That guilty wretched Monſter that hath done this 
That I may look on him, and in mine Eye 
He reads his Sentence. 
Leo. That I truly could 


Name any other but the Prince, that heard, 
You have it all. 2 80 


Queen. Wonder not that I ſhake, 
The Miracle is greater that I live, 


Having endur'd the Thunder that thy Words 


Have 
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Have thrown upon me: Dar'ſt thou kneel, with hope 
Of any favour, but a {ſpeedy Death, 
And that too in the dreadful'ſt ſhape that can 
Appear to a deſparing leaprous Soul, 
If thou haſt any? No, libidinous Beaſt, 
Thy Luſt hath alter'd fo thy former Being, 
Be Heav'n I know thee not. 

The. Although unworthy, 
vet ſtill I am your Son. 

Qucen. Thou lieſt, lieſt falſly, 
My whole Life never knew but one chaſte Bed, 
Nor &er deſir d warmth but from lawful Fires 
Can I be then the Mother to a Goat, 
Whoſe Luſt is more inſatiate than the Grave, 
And like infectious Air ingenders Plagues, 
To murder all that's chaſte or good in Woman? 
The Gods I from my Youth have ſerv'd and fear'd, 
Whoſe holy Temples thou haſt made thy Brothels 
Coulda Religious Mother then bring forth 
So damn'd an Atheiſt? Read but o'er my Life, 
My Actions, Manners, and made perfect in them 
But look into the Story of thy (elf 
As thou art now, not as thou wert, Theanor, 
And Reaſon will compel thee to confels, 
Thou art a Stranger to me. 

Age. Note but how heavy 
The weight of guilt is; it ſo low hath ſunk him, 
That he wants power to riſe up in defence 
Of this bad Cauſe. 

Queen. Perſwade me not Eupbanes, 
This is no Prince, nor can claim part in me 
My Son was born a Frec-man, this a Slave 
To beaſtly Paſſions, a Fugitive, 
And run away from Virtue: B ing Bonds for him. 
By all the honour that | owe to Juſtice, 
He loſes me for ever that ſeeks to ſave him; 
Bind him ! ſay, and 'ts like a Wretch that knows 
He ſtands Condemn'd before he hears the Sentence, 
With his baſe Agents, from my ſight remove him, 
And lodge them in the Dungeon; as a Queen 

Mm 2 And 
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And Patroneſs to Juſtice I command it: 
Thy Tears are like unſeaſonable Showers, 
And in my Heart now ſteel'd can make no entrance; 
Thou art cruel to thy ſelf, Fool, *tis not want 
In me of ſoft Compaſſion, when thou lefr'ſt 
To be a Son, I ceas'd to be a Mother; 

Away with them: The Children I will leave 
To keep my Name, to all Poſterities, 

Shall be the great Examples of my Juſtice, 
The Government, of my Country, which ſhall witne 
How welll rul'd my ſelf; bid the wrong'd Ladies 
Appear in Court to morrew, we will hear them; 
And by one Act of our Severity, 

For fear of Puniſhment, or love to Virtue, 

Teach others to be honeſt : All will ſhun 

To tempt her Laws, that would not ſpare her Son. [Ex 


SE NE. MI. 


Enter Onos, Uncle, and Tutor, 


Uncle. Nay, Nephew. 
Tutor, Pupil, hear but Reaſon. 
On0s. No ] have none, and will hear none; oh my Ho- 
My Honour blaſted in the Bud, my Youth, (nour, 
My hopeful Youth, and all my ExpeQation 
Ever to be a Man, are loſt for ever. 
Uncle. Why Nephew, we as well as you are dub'd 
Knights of the Pantofle. 
Tutor, And are ſhouted at, | 
Kick'd, ſcorn'd, and laugh'd at by each Page and Groom, 
Yet with erccted heads we bear it. 
Onos. Alas, 
You have years, and ſtrength to do it; but were you, 
As I, a tender Griſtle, apt to bow, 
Vou would like me, with Cloaks envelloped, 
Walk thus, then ſtamp, then ſtare. 
Uncle. He will run mad 
I hope, and then all's mine. 
Tutor, Why look you Pupil, 
There are for the recovery of your Honour 
Degrees of Medicines for a tweak by the Noſe 


A 
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A Man's to travel but fix Months, then bloy it, 
And all is well again; the Baſtinado 
Requires a longer time, a Year or two, 
And then *tis buried I grant you have been bafff'd, 
Tis but a Journey of ſome thirty Years, 
And it will be forgotten. 
Onos. Think you fo ? 
Tutor, Aſſuredly. 
Uncle. He may make a ſhorter cut, 
But hang or drown himſelf, and on my life 
Twill no more trouble him. 
Onos. I could ne'er endure 
Or Hemp or Water, they are dangerous Tools 
For Youth to deal with; I will rather follow 
My Tutor's Counſcl. 
Tutor. Do ſo. 
Onos. And put in 
For my Security, that VII not return 
In thirty Years, my whole 'ſtate to my Uncle, 
Uncle. That I like well of. 
Onos. Still provided Uncle, 
That at my coming home you will allow me 
To be of Age, that I may call to account 
This Page that hath abus'd me. 
Uncle. Tis a match. | | 
Onos. Then Corinth, thus the baſhful Lamprias 
Takes leave of thee; and for this little time 
Of thirty Years, will labour all he can, 
Though he goes young forth, to come home a Man. | Ex. 


EL CE NE IV. 


Enter Euphanes and Marſhal 

Ewph. Are your Priſoners ready? 

Mar. When it ſhall pleaſe the Queen 
To call them forth, my Lord. 

Ewph. Pray you do me the favour 
To tell me how they have born themſelves this N ight 
Of their impriſonment ? 

Mar. Gladly, Sir; your Brother 


With the other Courtiers willingly receiv'd 
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All courteſies I could offer; eat, and drank, 
And were excceding merry, fo diſſembling 
Their guilt, or confident in their innocence, 
That 1 much wondred at it. But the Prince, 
That, as born higheſt, ould have grac'd his fall 
With greateſt Courage, is ſo ſunk with Sorrow, 
That to a common judgment he would ſeem 
To ſuffer like a Woman: but to me, 
That from the expericnce I have had of many, 
Look further in him, I do find the deep 
Conſideration of what's paſt, more frights him 
Than any other Puniſhment, 
Euph. That is indeed 
True Magnanimity; the other but 
A deſperate baſtard Valour. 
Mar. I preſſed to him, 
And notwithſtanding the Queen's ſtrict Command, 
Having your Lordſhip's promiſe to ſecure me, 
Offer'd to free him from his Bonds, which he 
Refus'd, with ſuch a Sorrow, mix'd with Scorn 
That it amaz'd me; yer I urg'd his Highneſs 
To give one Reaſon for't: He briefly anſwer'd, 
That he had fat in Judgment on himſelf, 
And found that he deſerv'd them; that he was 
A Raviſhcr, and ſo to ſuffer like one, 
Which is the reaſon of my Tears; he addeth, 
For wer't not I again ſhould break the Laws, 
By ſcorning all their rigour can inflict, 
I ſhould dye ſmiling. | 
Enph. I torbear to wonder 
That you were mov'd that ſaw this: I am ſtruck 
With the relation ſo. *Tis very well, 
See all things ready, I do wiſh I could 
Send comfort to the Prince; be ready with him; 
. | Bar brought in. 
Tis in the Queen's Breaſt only, which for us | 
To ſearch into were ſaucineſs, to determine 


What ſhe thinks fir. 


Enter 
7 7 


The Queen of Corinth. 2179 


Enter Leonidas, with Merione in white; Euphanes, with 
Beliza in black; Queen, Agenor, Conon, Marſhal, 
with Theanor, Crates, Soſicles, Eraton, Lords, Ladies, 
and Guard. 

Lord. Make way there for the Queen. 

Queen. Read firit the Law, and what our Anceſtors 

Have in this caſe provided, to deter 

Such like Offenders: 'To you, gentle Ladics, 

This only, Would I could as well give Comfort, 

As bid you be ſecure from fear or doubt 

Of our diſpleaſure, be as confident 

As if your Plea were *gainſt a common Man, 

To have all Right from us; I will not grieve 

For what's not worth my Pity: Read the Law. 

Clerk Reads. 

Lycurgus the nineteenth azainſt Rates: Tt is provided, 
and publickly enacted and confirmed, That any Man 
of what degree 197 offering Violence to the Chaſtt- 
ty of a Virgin, ſhall, iplo facto, be liable tu her Accu— 
ſation, and according to the ſaid Law be cenſur'd , 
ever provided, that it ſtall be in the choice of the ſaid 
Virgin ſo abuſed, either to compel the Offender to mar- 
ry her without a Dowry, if ſo ſhe will be ſatisfied, or 
demanding his Head for the Offence, to have that ace 
cordingly performed. 

Queen. You hear this; what do you demand? 

Mer. The benefit 

The Law allows me. 

Bel. For the injury 

Done to mine Honour, I require his Head. 

Mer. 1 likewiſe have an Eye upon mine Honour, 

But knowing that his Death cannot reſtore it, 

| ak him for my Husband. 

Bel. 1 was ravith'd, 

And will have Juſtice. 

Mer. I was raviſh'd too, 

I kneel for Mercy. 

Bel. I demand but what 

The Law allows me. 

Mer, That which I deſire 

Is by the ſame Law warranted. 
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Bel. The Rape 
On me hath made a forfeit of his life, 
Which in revenge of my diſgrace I plead fur. 
Mer. The Rape on me gives me the privilege 
To be his Wife, and that is all 1 ſuc for. 
Aze. A doubtful caſe. 
Leo. Such pretty Lawyers, yct 
I never ſaw nor read of. 
Euph. May the Queen 
Favour your ſweet plea, Madam. 
Bel. Is that juſtice? 
Shall one that 1s to ſuffer for a Rape 
Be by a Rape defended ? Look upon 
The publick Enemy of Chaſtity, 
This luſtful Satyr, whoſe enrag'd defires 
The ruin of one wretched Virgin's Honour 
Would not ſuffice; and ſhall the wrack of two 
Be his Protection? May be I was raviſh'd 
For his Luſt only, thou for his Defence; 
O fine evaſion / ſhall with ſuch a flight 
Your Juftice be deluded ? your Laws cheated? 
And he that for one Fact deſerv'd to die, 
For ſinning often, find Impunity? 
But that I know thee, l would {wear thou wert 
A falſe Impoſtor, and ſuborn'd to this; 
And it may be thou art, /erione : 
For hadſt thou ſuffer'd truly what I have done, 
Thou wouldit like me complain, and call for Vengeance, 
And our wrongs being equal, I alone 
Should not deſire Revenge: But be it ſo, 
If thou prevail, even he will puniſh it, 
And fooliſh Mercy ſhew'd to him undo thee. . 
Confider, Fool, before it be too late, 
What joys thou canſt expect from ſuch a Husband, 
To whom thy firſt, and what's more, forc'd Embraces, 
Which Men ſay heighten pleaſure, were diſtaſtful. 
Mer. Twas in reſpc&, that then they were unlawful, 
Unbleſs'd by Hymen, and left ſtings behind them, 
Which from the Marrjage-bed are ever baniſh'd. 


Let this Co then the f Fove's Throne 
is Court be then the Image of Jove Upon 
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Upon which Grace and Mercy till attend, 
To intercede between him and his Juſtice ; 
And fince the Law allows as much to me 
As the can challenge, let the milder Sentence, 
Which beſt becomes a Mother, and a Queen, 
Now overcome; nor let your Wiſdom ſuffer 
In doing right to her, I in my wrong 
Indure a ſecond Raviſhment. 
Bel. You can free him 
Only from that which does concern your ſelf, 
Not from the Puniſhment that's due to me ; 
Your injuries you may forgive, not mine; 
I plead mine own juſt wreak, which will right both, 
V here that which you defire robs me of Jultice ; 
Tis that which I appeal to. 
Mer. Bloody W oman, 
Doſt thou deſire his Puniſhment? Let him live then 
For any Man to marry where he likes not | 
Is till a lingring Torment. 
Bel. For one Rape 
One Death's ſufficient, that way cannot catch me. 
Mer. To you I fly then, to your Mercy, Madam, 
Exempting not your Juſtice, be but equal; 
And fince in no regard I come behind her, 
Let me not ſo be undervalu'd in 
Your Highneſs favour, that the World take notice 
You ſo prefer'd her, that in her behalf 
You kilPd that Son, you would not fave for me; 
Mercy, O Mercy, Madam. 
Bel. Great Queen, Juſtice. 
Age. With what a Maſculine Conſtancy the grave Lady 
Hath heard them both? Wt; 
Leo. Yet how unmov'd ſhe fits 
In that which moſt concerns her? 
Con. Now ſhe riſes 
And having well weigh'd both their Arguments, 
Reſolves to ſpeak. | 
Euph, And yet again ſhe pauſes; 
O Conon, ſuch a Reſolution once 
A Roman told me he had ſeen in Caro | 
Before he kill'd himſelf, Dueen, 
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ween. Tis now determin'd. 

Merione, I could wiſh I were no Queen, 
To give you Satisfaction; no Mother, 
Beliza, to content you ; and would part, 
Even with my Being, both might have their Wiſhes, 
But ſince that is impoſſible, in 2 Words 
I will deliver what I am reſolved on: 
The End for which all profitable Laws 
Were made, looks two ways only, the Reward 
Of innocent good Men, and the Puniſhment 
Of bad Delinquents: Ours, concerning Rapes, 
Provided that ſame latter of Marriage 
For him that had fall'n once, not then foreſeeing 
Mankind could prove ſo monſtrous, to tread twice 
A Path ſo horrid. The great Law-Giver 
Draco, that for his ſtrange Severity 
Was faid to write his ſtern Decrees in Blood, 
Made none for Parricides, preſuming that 
No Man could be ſo wicked: Such might be 
Lycurgus's Anſwer (did he live) for this. 
But ſince I find that in my Son, which was not 
Doubted in any elſe, I will add to it; 
He cannot marry both, but for both dying, 
Both have,their full Revenge: You ſee, Beliza, 
You have your Wiſh; with you, Merione, 
I'll ſpend a Tear or two, ſo Heav'n forgive thee. 

The. Upon my Knees I do approve your Judgement, 
And beg that you would put it into act 
With al ſpeed poſſible; only that I may, 
Having already made Peace with my felt, 
Part ſo with all the World: Princely Agenor 
I ask your pardon; yours my Lord Eupbanes 
And Crates with the reſt too, I forgive you; 
Do you the like for me : Yours, gracious Mother, 
dare not ask, and yet if that my Death 
Be like a Son of yours, though my Life was not, 
Perhaps you may vouchſafe it : Laſtly, that | 
Both theſe whom I have wrong'd, may wiſh my Aſhes 
No heavy Burden, ecr I ſuff-r Death, 
For the reſtoring of Meriono's Honour, 
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Let me be married to her, and then die 
For you Beliza. 
Oueen, Thou haſt made in this 
Part of amends to me, and to the World, 
Thy Suit is granted; call a Flamyn forth 
To do this holy Work, with him a Headſman, 
Enter Flamyn and Executioner, 
Raiſe up thy weeping Eyes, Meriono, 
With this Hand 1 confirm thy Marriage, 
Wiſhing that now the Gods would ſhew ſome Miracle, 
That this might not divorce it. 
Ga. To that purpoſe 
I am their Miniſter; ſtand not amaz'd, 
To all vour Comforts I will do this Wonder. 
Your Majeſty (with your Pardon I muſt ſpeak it) 
Al-wd once heretofore of ſuch a Contract, 
V hic 1 you repenting afterwards, revok'd it, 
Peing fully bent to match her with Agenor; 
The griev'd Prince knowing this, and yet not daring 
To croſs what you determin'd, by an Oath | 
Bou d me and theſe his Followers to do ſomething 
That he might once enjoy her; we ſwore to it, 
And eaſily perſwaded, being aſſur'd 
She was his Wife before the Face of Heav'n, 
Although ſome ceremonious Forms were wanting, 
Committed the firſt Rape, and brought her to him, 
Which broke the Marriage; but when we perceiv'd 
He purpos'd to abuſe our ready Service 
In the ſame kind, upon the chaſte Beliza, 
Holding our ſelves leſs ty'd to him than Goodneſs, 
I made Diſcovery of it to my Brother, 
Who can relate the reſt, 
Euph. It is moſt true. 
Queen. | would it were. 
Euph, In every Circumſtance 
It is, upon my Soul : For this known to me, 
I wan Merione in my Lady's Habit, 
To be again (but willingly) ſurpriz'd; 
But with Agenor, and her noble Brother, 
With my approy'd Friend Conon, with ſuch ſpecd 
| . 
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She was purſu'd, that the lewd Act ſcarce ended, 
The Prince (aſſur d he had enjoy'd Beliza, 
For all the time Aſerione's Face was cover d) 
Was apprehended and brought to your Preſence, 
But not till now diſcover'd, in reſpect 
I hop'd the imminent Danger of the Prince, 
To which his looſe unquenched Heats had brought him, 
Being purſu'd unto the lateſt Tryal, 
Would work in him Compunction, which it hasdone; 
And theſe two Ladies in their feign'd Contentions, 
To your Delight I hope have ſerv'd as Maskers 
To their own Nuptials. 

een. My choice was worthy 
When firſt I look'd on thee; as thou haſt order'd 
All ſhall be done, and not the meaneſt that 
Plaid in this unexpected Comedy, 
But ſhall partake our Bounty : And my Lord, 
That with the reſt you may ſeem ſatisfy d, 
If you dare venture on a Queen, not yet 
So far in Debt to Years, but that ſhe may 
Bring you a luſty Boy, I offer up 
My ſelf and Kingdom, during my Life, to you. 

gs. It is a Bleſſing which I durſt not hope for, 
But with all Joy receive. 
All. We all applaud it. 
ueen. Then on unto the Temple, where the Rights 


Of Marriage ended, we'll find new Delights. | Exemr. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


ME N. 


Aratach, General of the Britains, Ciuſin to Bonduca. 
Nennius, @ great Soldier, a Britain Commander, 
Hengo, @ brave Boy, Netbem to Caratach. 
Suetonius, 3 the Roman Army in Britain. 
Penius, a brave Roman Commander, but ſtubborn to the 
General. 
Junius, 4 Roman Captain, in love with Bonduca's 
Daughter. | 
Petilus, @ merry Captain, but ſomewhat wanton. 
Demetrius, 
Decius, 
Regulus, 
Druſus, 
Macer, 
Curius, 
Judas, 4 Corporal, a merry bungry Knave. 
Herald. 
Druids. 
Soldiers. 


> Two Roman Commanders. 


Hur Roman Officers. 
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WOM E N. 


Bonduca, Queen of the Iceni, @ brave Virago, HA re- 
Her two Daughters.dy Fafatagu 
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ACTL SCENE I. 


Enter Bonduca, Daughters, Hengo, Nennius 
and Soldiers. 
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l hardy Romans? O ye Gods of Bri- 


tain, 
The ruſt of Arms, the bluſhing ſhame of 
Soldiers; 
Are theſe the Men that conquer by Inhe- 
ritance? 
The Fortune- makers? T heſe the Julians, 
Enter Caratach. 
That with the Sun meaſure the end of Nature, 
Making the World but one Rome and one Cæſar? 
Shame, how they Hee! Ceſar's\oft Soul dwells in em; 
Their Mothers got 'em fleeping, Pleaſure nurſt em, 
Their Bodies {weat with ſweet Oils, Loves allurements, 
Nor luſty Arms. Dare they ſend theſe to ſeek us, 
Theſe Roman Girls? Is Britain grown ſo wanton? 
Twice we have beat em, Nennius, ſcatter'd em, 
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And through their big-bon'd Germans, on whoſe Pikes 


The honour of their Actions ſit in Iriumph, 
Made Themes for Songs to ſhame em, and a Woman, 
A Woman beat em, Nennius; a weak Woman, 
A Woman beat theſe Romans. 
Car. So it ſeems, 
A Man would ſhame to talk ſo. 
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Bon. 8 * Car. I 

Bon. Couſin, do you grieve at my For ? 

Car. No, Bonduca, « EE ORs 
If | grieve, tis at the bearing of your Fortunes; 
You put too much Wind to your Sail: Diſcretion 
And hardy Valour are the twins of Honour, 
And nurs'd together, make a Conqueror 
Divided, but a Talker. *Tis a Truth, 
That Rome, has fled before us twice, and routed; 
A Truth we ought to crown the Gods for, Lady, 
And not our Tongues. A Truth is none of ours, 
Nor in our Ends, more than the noble bearing, 
For then it leaves to be a Virtue, Lady; 
And we that have been Victors, beat our ſelves, 
When we inſult upon our Honours Subject. 

Bon. My valiant Coulin, is it foul to by 
W hat Liberty and Honour bid us do, 
And what the Gods allow us? 

Car. No, Bonduca, 
So what we ſay exceed not what we do. 
Ye call the Romans fearful, fleeing Romans, 
And Roman Girls, the lees of tainted Pleaſures: 
Does this become a doer? Are they ſuch ? 

Bon. They are no more. 

Car. Where is your Conqueſt then ? 
Why are your Altars.crown'd with wreaths of Flowers, 
The Beaſts with gilt Horns waiting for the Fire? 
The holy Druides compoſing Songs 
Of everlaſting Life to Victory? 
Why are theſe Triumphs, Lady ? For a May-game? 
For hunting a poor Herd of wretched Romans ? 
Is it no more? Shut up your Temples, Britains, 
And let the Husbandman redeem his Heifers; 
Put out our holy Fires, no Timbrel ring; 
Let's home, and ſleep; for ſuch great Overthrows, 
A Candle burns too bright a Sacrifice, 
A Glow-worm's Tail too full of Flame. O Nennins, 
Thou hadſt a noble Uncle knew a Roman, 
And how to ſpeak him, how to give him weight 
In both his Fortunes, ; ; 

| ” | | Bon, 


B ON D U CA. 2189 


Bon. By I think 
Ye doat upon theſe Romans, Caratach, 


Car. Witneſs theſe wounds, I do; they were fairly given, 
I love an Enemy, I was born a Soldier; 
And he that in the head on's Troop defies me, 
Bending my manly Body with his Sword, 
I make a Miſtreſs. Vellow-treſſed HUymen 
Ne'er ty'd a longing Virgin with more joy, 
Than I am married to that Man that wounds me: 
And are not all theſe Romans? Ten ſtruck Battels 
I ſuck'd theſe honour'd ſcars from, and all Roman: 
Ten Years of bitter Nights and heavy Marches, 
When many a frozen Storm ſung thorow my Curaſs, 
And made it doubtful whether that or 1 
Were the more ſtubbora Metal, have I wrought thorow, 
And all to try theſe Romans. Ten times a Night 
have ſwum the Rivers, when the Stars of Rome 
Shot at me as I floated, and rhe Billows 
Tumbled their watry ruins on my Shoulders, 
Charging my batter'd ſides with Troops of Agucs; 
And {till to try theſe Romans, whom J found 
(And if I lye, my Wounds be henceforth backward, 
And be you witneſs, Gods, and all my dangers) 
As ready, and as full of that I brought, 
(Which was not fear nor flight) as valiant, 
As vigilant, as wiſe, to do and ſuffer, 
Ever advanced as forward as the Britains, 
Their ſleeps as ſhort, their hopes as high as ours, 
Ay, and as ſubtle, Lady. Tis diſhonour, 
And follow'd, will be impudence, Bonduca, 
And grow to no belief, to taint theſe Romans. 
Have not I ſeen the Britain. 
Bond. What? Car. Diſheartned, 
Run, run, Bonduca, not the quick rack ſwifter ; 
The Virgin from the hated Raviſher 
Not half fo fearful? not a flight drawn home, 
A round Stone from a ling, a Lovers wiſh, 
Eer made that haſte that they have. By 
I have ſeen theſe Britains, that you magnific, | 
Vo I. IV, a | Run 
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Run as they would have out- run time, and roarin 
Baſcly for Mercy, roaring: the light Shadows, 

1 That in a thought ſeur oer the Fields of Corn, 
Halted on Crutches to em. Bon. O ye Powers, 
What ſcandals do I ſuffer? Car. Yes, Bonduca, 

I have ſeen thee run too, and thee, Nennius; 
Yea, run apace, both; then when Penius, 
The Roman Girl, cut thorow your armed Carts, 
And drove 'em headlong on ye down the Hill ; 
Then when he hunted ye like Britain Foxes, 
More by the ſcent than fight; then did I ſee 
Thele valiant and approved Men of Britain, 
Like Boading Owls, creep into tods of Ivy, 
And hoot their fears to one another nightly. 

Nen. And what did you then, Cæratach? 

Car. I fled too, 
Put not ſo faſt; your Jewel had been loſt then, 
Young Hengo there; he traſht me, Nemius: 
For when your fears out-run him, then ſtept I, 
And in the head of all the Romans fury | 
Took him, and, with my tough Belt, to my Back 
I buckled him; behind him, my ſure Shield; 
And then I follow'd. If I fay I fought 
Five times in bringing off this bud of Britain, 
1 lie not, Nennis, Neither had ye heard 
Me ſpeak this, or ever ſeen the Child more, 
But that the Son of Virtue, Penius, 
Seeing me ſteer thorow all theſe ſtorms of danger, 
My Helm till in my Hand, my Sword my Prow, 
Turn'd to 1 my Face, he cry'd out nobly, 
Go Britain, bear thy Lion's Whelp off ſafely 
Thy manly Sword has ranſom'd thee z grow ſtrong, 
And let me meet thee once again in Arms; 
Then if thou ſtand'ſt, thou art mine. I took his Offer, 
And here I am to Honour him. 

Bon. O Coufin, | | 
From what a flight of Honour haſt thou checkt me? 
W kat wouldſt thou make me, Caratacb? 

Car. See, Lady, 
The noble uſe of others in our loſſes: 
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Does this afflict ye? Had the Romans cry'd this 

And as we have done theirs, ſung out theſe Fortunes, 

Rail'd on our baſe condition, hooted at us, 

Made marks as far as the Earth was ours, to ſhew us 

Nothing but Sea could ſtop our flights; deſpis'd us, 

And held it equal, whether banquetting 

Or beating of the Britains were more buſineſs, 

It would have gall'd ye. 

Bon. Let me think we conquer'd. 

Car. Do; but ſo think, as we may be conquer'd; 

And where we have found Virtue, though in thoſe 

That came to make us Slaves, let's cherith it. 

There's not a blow we gave ſince Julius landed, 

That was of ſtrength and worth, bur like Records, 

They file to After- ages. Our Regiſters, 

The Romans are, for noble deeds of Honour 

And ſhall we burn their mentions with upbraidings ? 
Bon. No more, I ſee my ſelf; thou haſt made me, Couſin, 

More than my Fortunes durſt, for they abus'd me, 

And wound me up ſo high, I ſwell'd with Glory: 

Thy temperance has cur d that Tympany, 

And given me Health again, nay, more Diſcretion. 

Shall we have peace? for now | love theſe Romans. 

Car. Thy Love and Hate are both unwiſe ones, Lady. 

Bon. Your Reaſon? 

Nen. 1s not Peace the end of Arms? 

Car, Not where the cauſe implies a general Conqueſt: 

Had we a difference with ſome petty Iſle, | 

Or with our Neighbours, Lady, for our Land-marks, 

The taking in of ſome rebellious Lord, 

Or making a Head againſt Commotions, 

After a day of Blood, Peace might be argued; 

But where we grapple for the Ground we hve on, i 

The liberty we hold as dear as Life, = 

The Gods we worſhip, and next thoſe, our Honours, | 

And with thoſe Swords that know no end of Battel; 

Thoſe Men beſide themſelves allow no Neighbour; 4 

Thoſe Minds chat where the day is, claim Inheritance, | | 

And where the Sun makes ripe the Fruits, their Harveſt, | 

And where they march, but II out more Ground 

nz 10 | 
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To add to Rome, and here i'th' Bowels on us; 
It muſt not be; no, as they are our Foes, 
And thoſe that muſt be fo until we tire 'em, 
Let's uſe the peace of Honour, that's fair dealing, 
But in our ends, our Swords. That hardy Roman 
That hopes to graft himſelf into my Stock, 
Muſt firſt begin his kindred under-ground, 
And be ally'd in Aſhes. Bon. Caratach, 
As thou haſt nobly ſpoken, ſhall be done; 
And Hengo to thy charge I here deliver: 
The Romans ſhall have worthy Wars. 

Car. 'They ſhall. 
And, little Sir, when your young Bones grow ſtiffer, 
And when I ſee ye able in a Mornin 
To beat a dozen Boys, and then to breakfaſt, 
Ill tye ye to a Sword. 
Hengo And what then, Uncle? 

Car. Then ye mult kill, Sir, the next valiant Roman 
That calls ye Knave. 

Hen. And muſt 1 kill but one? 

Car. An hundred, Boy, I hope. 

Hengo. I hope five hundred. 

Car. That's a noble Boy. Come, worthy Lady, 
Let's to our ſeveral charges, and henceforth | 
Allow an Enemy both weight and worth. [ Exeunt, 


II. 


Euter Junius and Petillius, two Roman Captains. 
Pet. What ail'ſt thou, Man? doſt thou want Meat? 
Jun. No. Pet. Cloaths? 

Jun. Neither. For Heav'ns love, leave me. 
Per. Drink? Jun. Ye tire me. 
Pet. Come, tis drink; I know ' tis drink. 
Jun. Tis no drink. | 
Pet. I ſay tis drink; for what AMiCtion 
Can light ſo heavy on a Soldier, 
To dry him up as thou art, but no drink ? 
Thou ſhalt have drink: Fun. Prithee Petillivu —— 
Per. And by mine Honour, much drink, valiant drink: 


Never tell me, thou ſhalt have drink. I ſee, | ho 3 
| | 7 
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Like a true Friend, into thy wants: *tis drink ; 
And when 1 leave thee to a deſolation, ". 
Eſpecially of that dry Nature, hang me. | 
Fun. Why do ye this to me? Pez. For ] ſee, | 
Although your Modeſty would fain conceal it, 9 
Which fits as ſwectly on a Soldier, | 
As an old Side-ſaddle. Jun. What do you ſee? 1 
Pet. I ſee as far as day, that thou want'ſt drink. 1 
Did I not find thee gaping like an Oyſter | 
For a new Tide? thy very thoughts lye bare 
Like a low Ebb? thy Soul that rid in Sack, 
Lies moor'd for want of Liquor? Do but ſee 
Into thy ſelf; for by do: 
For all thy Body's chapt and crackt like Timber 
For want of moiſture, what is't thou want'ſt there, 7111s, 
And if it be not drink? 
Jun. You have too much on't. 
Per. It may be a Whore too; ſay it be: come, Meecher, 
Thou ſhalt have both; a pretty valiant Fellow, 
Die for a little Lap and Lechery ? 
No, it ſhall ne'er * {aid in our Country, 
Thou dy*dit o'th* Chin-cough. Hear, thou noble Roman, 
The Son of her that loves a Soldier, 
Hear what I promiſed for thee ; thus I ſaid, 
Lady, I take thy Son to my Companion, 
Lady, I love thy Son, thy Son loves War, 
The Warloves Danger, Danger Drink, Drink Diſcipline, 
Which is Society and Lechery ; 
Theſe two beget Commanders: Fear not, Lady, 
Thy Son ſhall lead. 
Jun. Tis a ſtrange thing, Petillius, 
That ſo ridiculous and looſe a Mirth 
Can maſter your Affections. Pet. Any Mirth, 
And any way, of any Subject, Junius, 
Is better than unmanly muſtineſs: 
What harm's in Drink, in a good wholeſome Wench ! 
do beſeech ye, Sir, what error? yet 
It cannot out of my Head handſomely, 
But thou wouldſt fain be drunk; come, no more fooling, 
The General has new Wine, new come over. 
| | Nn3 | | Jun. 
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un. He muſt have new Acquaintance for it too, 
For I will none, Irhank ye. 
Pet. None, I thank ye? 
A ſhort and touchy anſwer. None, I thank ye: 
Ye do not ſcorn it, do ye ? 
Jun. Gods defend, Sir 
] owe him ſtill more honour. 
Pet. None, I thank ye: 
No Company, no Drink, no Wench, I thank ye. 
Ye ſhall be worſe intreated, Sir. 
Fun. Petillins, 
As thou art honeſt, leave me. 
Pet. None, I thank ye; 
A modeſt and a decent Reſolution, 
And well put on. Yes, I will leave ye, Junius, 
And leave ye to the Boys, that very thortly 
Shall all ſalute ye, by your new Sirname 
Of Junius, None I thank ye. I would ſtarve now, 
Hang, drown, deſpair, deſerve the forks, lye open 
To all the dangerous paſſes of a Wench, 
Bound to believe her Tears, and wed her Aches, 
E'er I would own thy Follies. I have found ye, 
Your lays, and eut-leaps Junius, haunts, and lodges: 
T have view'd ye, and [I have found ye by my skill 
To be a Fool o'th' firſt Head, Junius, 
And I will hunt ye; ye are in Love, I know it: 
Ye are an Aſs, and all the Camp ſhall know it; 
A peeviſh idle Boy; your Dame ſhall know it. 
Enter Corporal Judas, and four Soldiers. 
Jud. A Bean? a Princely diet, a full Banquet, 
To what we compaſs. 
1 Sold. Fight like Hogs for Acorns? 
2 Sold. Venture our lives for Pig-nuts ? 
Pet. What ail theſe Raſcals? 
54 If this hold, we = ſtarv'd. 
For my part, Friends 
Which is but 1 Beans a days a hard World 
For Officers, and Men of Action 
And thoſe ſo clipt by maſter Mouſe, and rotten ; 


For underſtand em French Beans, where the Fruits Are 
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Are ripen'd like the People in old Tubs. 


For mine own part, I ſay, I am ſtarv'd already. 

Not worth another Bean, conſum'd to nothing, 

Nothing but Fleſh and Bones left, miſerable : 

Now it this'muſty Provender can prick me 

To honourable Matters of Atchicvement, Gentlemen, 

Why there's the Point. 

4 Sold, PIl fight no more. Pet. You'll hang then, 

A ſovereign Help for Hunger. Ye eating Raſcals, 

W hoſe Gods are Beef and Brewis, whoſe brave Angers 

Do execution upon theſe, and Chibbals: 

Ye Dog's Heads ith” Porridge- Pot; you fight no more? 

Does Rome depend upon your Reſolution 

For cating mouldy Pye-Cruſt? 

3 Sold. Would we had it. 

Fud. I may do Service, Captain, 

Pet. In a Fiſh-Market. 

You, Corporal Curry-Comb, what will your fighting 

Profit the Common-wealth ? do you hope to triumph, 

Or dare your vamping Valour, Goodman Cobler, 

Clap a new Sole to th' Kingdom? s'death, ye Dog- 

You, fight, or not fight. __ (Whelps 
Jud. Captain. Pet. Out, ye fleſh-Flics, 

Nothing but Noiſe and Naſtineſs. 

Jud. Good Give us Meat, 

Whereby we may do. 

Pet. Whereby hangs your Valour? 

Jud. Good Bits afford good Blows, 

Pet. A good Pofition : 

How long is't ſince thou cat'ſt laſt? wipe thy Mouth, 

And then tell Truth, 0 

Jud. J have not eat to th' purpoſe —— ' (Garlick ? 

Pet. To th' purpoſe? What's that? half a Cow and 

Ye Rogues, my Company eat Turf, and talk not i 

Timber they can digeſt, and fight upon't; 1 

Old Matts, and Mud with Spoons, rare Meats. Your Shoes, 1 

Dare ye cry out for Hunger, and thoſe extant: (Slaves? 

Zuck your Sword-Hilts, ye Slaves, if ye be valiant, 

Honour will make em March-panc; To the Purpoſe ? 

A grievous Penance. Doſt thou ſee that Gentleman, 


That melancholly Monſicur? 
Nn Jun, 
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un. Pray ye, Petillius. 
| Pet. He has not eat theſe three Weeks. 
2 Sold. Has drunk the more then. 
3 Sold. And that's all one. 
Pet. Nor drunk nor ſlept theſe two Months. 
Jud. Captain, we do beſeech you as poor Soldiers, 


Men that have ſeen good Days, whoſe mortal Stomachs 
May ſometime feel Afflictions. 


Jun. This, Petillins, 
Is not ſo nobly done. 
Pet. Tis common Profit 


Urge him to th' Point, he'll find you out a Food 
That necds no Teeth nor Stomach; a ſtrange furmity 
Will feed you up as fat as Hens 'th'foreheads. 


And make ye fight like Fichocks ; to him. 
#d. Captain, 


Jun. Do you long to have your Throats cut? 
Pet. See what Metal 


It makes in him: Two Meals more of this Melanchol!y, 
And there lyes Caratach. 
d. We do beſcech ye. 
z Sold. Humbly beſeech your Valour. 
Jun. Am | anly become your Sport, Perillins? 
Jud. But to render 
In way of general good, in Preſervation. 
Fun. Out of my Thoughts, ye Slaves. 
4 Sold. Or rather Pity. . 
3 $9/d. Your warlike Remedy againſt the Maw-worms. 
Jud. Or notable Receipt to live by nothing. 
Pet. Out with your Table-Books. 
Fun. Is this true Friendſhip? 

And muſt my killing Griefs make others May-Games * 
Stand from my Swords Point, Slaves, your poor ſtarv'd 
Can make me no Oblations; elſe, O Love, (Spirits 
Thou proudly blind Deſtruction, I would ſend thee 
W hole Hecatombs of Hearts, to bleed my Sorrows. 

Fud. Alas, he lives by Love, Sir. [Exit Junius. 
Per. So he does, Sir, et 
And cannot you do ſo too? All my Company 


Are 
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Are now in love, ne'er think of Meat, nor talk 
Of what Provant is: Aymees, and Hearty bey-hoes, 
Are Sallets fir for Soldiers. Live by Meat 
By larding up your Bodies? tis lewd, and lazy, 
And ſhews ye meeriy mortal, dull, and drives ye 
To fight like Cameis, with Baskets at your Noſes. 
Get ye in love: Ye can whore well enough, 
That all the World knows; faſt ye into Famine, 
Yer ye can crawl like Crabs to Wenches, handſomely, 
Fall but in love now, as ye ſee Example, 
And follow it but with all your Thoughts, probatum, 
There's ſo much Charge ſav'd, and your Hunger's ended. 
[ Drum afar off. 
Away, I h-ar the General; get ye in love all, 
Up to the Ears in love, that I may hear 
No more of theſe rude Murmurings; and diſcreetly 
Carry your Stomachs, or I propheſie 
A pickel'd Rope will choak ye. Jog, and talk not.| Exeunt. 
Enter Suetonius, Demetrius, Decius, Drum and Colours. 
Set. Demetrius, is the Meſſenger diſpatch'd 
To Penius, to command him to bring up 
The Yolans Regiment ? 
Dem, He's there by this time. 
Suet. And are the Horſe well view'd we brought from 
Dec. The Troops are full and luſty. (Mona? 
Set. Good Petillius, 
Look to thoſe eating Rogues, that bawl for Victuals, 
And ſtop their Throats a Day or two: Proviſion 
Waits but the Wind to reach us. 
Pet. Sir, already 
I have been tampring with their Stomachs, which 1 find 
As deaf as Adders to Delays: Your Clemency 
Hath made their Murmurs, Mutinies, nay, Rebellions: 
Now, and they want but Muſtard, they're in Uproars 
No Oil but Candy, Luſitanian Figs 
And Wine from Lesbos, now can ſatisfie em: 
The Bririſh Waters are grown dull and muddy, 
The Fruit diſguſtful : Oronzes muſt be ſought for, 
And Apples from the happy Iſles; the truth is, 
They are more curious now in having nothing, 15 
an 
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Than if the Sea and Land turn'd up their Treaſures : 
This loſt the Colonies, and gave Bonduca 
(With Shame we muſt record it) time and ſtrength 
To look into our Forrunes ; great Diſcretion 
To follow offered Victory; and laſt, full Pride 
To brave us to our Teeth, and ſcorn our Ruins. 
Suet. Nay chide not, good Petillius, I confe(s 
My Will to conquer Mona, and long ſtay 
To execute that Will, let in theſe Loſſes: 
All ſhall be right again, and as a Pine 
Rent from Oeta by a ſweeping Tempeſt, 
Jointed again, nd made a Maſt, defies 
Thoſe angry Winds that ſplit him : So will I, 
Piec'd to my never- failing Strength and Fortune, (up, 
Steer through theſe ſwelling Dangers; plow their Prides 


And bear like Thunder through their loudeſt Tempeſts: 
They keep the Field ſtill. 


Dem. Confident and full. 
Pet. In ſuch a Number, one would ſwear they grew, 
The Hills are wooded with their Partizans, 
And all the Valleys overgrown with Darts, | 
As Moors are with rank Ruſhes: No Ground left us 
To charge upon, no room to ſtrike : Say Fortune 
And our Endeavours bring us into 'em, 
They are ſo infinite, ſo- ever ſpringing,] 
We ſhall be kill'd with killing; of deſperate Women, 
That neither Fear or Shame cer found, the Devil 
Has rank'd amongſt em Multitudes : Say the Men fail, 
They'll poiſon us with their Petticoats; ſay they fail, 
They have Prieſts enough to pray us into nothing. 
Set, Theſe are Imaginations, Dreams of nothing, 
The Man that doubts or fears. 
Nec. 1 am free of both. 
Dem. The felf ſame 1. 
Pet. And Jas free as any; 
As careleſs of my Fleſh, of that we call Life, 
So I] may loſe it nobly; as indifferent 
As if it were my Diet. Yet, noble General, 
It was a Wiſdom learn'd from you; I learn'd it, 
And worthy of a Soldier's Care, moft worthy, 


To 


To weigh with moſt deliberate Circumſtance 
The ends of Accidents, above their Offers 
How to go on and get, to ſave a Roman, 
W hoſe one Life is more worth in way of doing, 
Than Millions of theſe painted Waſps ; howviewing 
To find Advantage out; how, found, to follow it 
With Counlel and Diſcretion, leſt meer Fortune 
Should claim the Victory. 

Suet. 'Tis true, Petillius, 
And worthily remembred : 'The Rule's certain, 
Their Uſes no leſs excellent ; but where time 
Cuts off Occaſions, Danger, Time and all 
Tend to a preſent Peril, tis required 
Our Swords and Manhoods be beſt Counſellors, 
Our Expeditions, Preſidents. To win, is nothing, 
Where Reaſon, Time and Counſel are our Camp- Maſters: 
But there to bear the F:cld, then to be Conquerors, 
Where pale Deſtruction takes us, takes us beaten, 
In Wants and Mutinies, our ſelves but handfuls, 
And to our ſelves, our own Fears, needs a new way, 
A ſudden and a deſperate Execution : 
Here, how to ſave, is loſs; to be wiſe, dangerous; 
Only a preſent well- united Strength, 
And Minds made up for all Attempts, diſpatch it: 
Diſputing and delay here, cools the Courage; 
Neceſſityj gives Time for Doubts; things infinite, 
According to the Spirit they are preach'd to, 
Rewards Tike them; and Names for Aſter-Ages, 
Muſt ſteel the Soldier; his own Shame help to arm him: 
And having forc'd his Spirit, e'er he cools, 
Fling him upon his Enemies; ſudden and ſwift, 
Like Tigers amongſt Foxes, we muſt fight for't: 
Fury muſt be our Fortune; Shame we have loſt, , 
Spurs ever in our Sides to prick us forward: 
There is no other Wiſdom nor Diſcretion 
Due to this Day of Ruin, but Deſtruction; 
The Soldiers order firſt, and then his Anger. 

Dem. No doubt they dare redeem all. 

Set. Then no doubt 
The Day muſt needs be ours. That the proud Woman 

a Is 
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Is infinite in Number, better likes me, 
Than it we dealt with Squadrons ; half her Army 
Shall choak themſelves, their own Swords dig their 
P11 tell ye all my fears, one ſingle Valour, (Graves, 
The Virtues of the valiant Caratach 
More doubts me than all Britain: He's a Soldier 
So forg'd out, and ſo temper'd for great F ortunes, 
So much Man thruſt into him, ſo old in Dangers, 
So fortunate in all Attempts, that his mere Name 
Fights in a thouſand Men, himſelf in millions, 
To make him Roman. But no more, Perllins, 
How ſtands your Charge? 
Pet. Ready for all Employments, 
To be commanded too, Sir. 
Sret. Tis well govern'd; 
To morrow we'll draw out, and view the Cohorts: 
I'th* mean time, all apply their Offices. 
Where's Junius? Pet. In's Cabin, 
Sick o'th' Mumps, Sir. Suet. How? 
Fer. In Love, indeed in Love, moſt lamentably loving, 
To the tune of Queen Dido. 
Dec. Alas poor Gentleman. 
Set. *T'will make him fight the nobler. With what 
I'll be a Spokeſman for him. (Lady? 
Pet. You'll ſcant ſpeed, Sir. 
Set. Who ist? 
Per. The Devil's Dam, Bonduca's Daughter, 
Her youngeſt, crackt 1'th' Ring. 
Set. I am ſorry for him: 
But ſure his own Diſcretion will reclaim him, 
He muſt deſerve our anger elſe. Good Captains, 
Apply your ſelves in all the pleaſing Forms 
Ye can, unto the Soldiers; fire their Spirits, 
And ſet 'em fit to run this Action; 
Mine own proviſion ſhall be ſhar'd amongſt em, 
Till more come in; tell 'em, if now they conquer, 
Ihe fat of all the Kingdom lies before 'em. 
Their Shames forgot, their Honours infinite, 
And Want for ever baniſht, Two days hence, 
Our Fortunes, and our Swords, and Gods be for us. 81 
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ACT II. SCENE L 


Enter Penius, Regulus, Macer, and Druſius. 


Pen. I muſt come? 
Macer. So the General commands, Sir. 
Pen. I muſt bring up my Regiment? 
Macer. Believe, Sir, | bring no Lie. 
Pen. But did he ſay, I muſt come? 
Macer. So delivered. 
Pen. How long is't, Regulus, ſince I commanded 
In Britain here? 
Reg. About five years, great Penius. 
Pen. The General ſome five Months. Are all my Actions 
So poor, and loſt, my Services ſo barren, 
That I'm remembred in no nobler Language 
But Muſt come up ? 
Macer. 1 do beſeech ye, Sir, 
Weigh bur the times Eſtate. 
Pen. Yes, good Licutenant, 
I do, and his that ſways it. Muſt come up; 
Am J turn'd bare Centurion? Muſt, and ſhall, 
Fit Embaſſes to court my Honour? Macer. Sir — 
Pen. Set me to lead a handful of my Men 
Apainſt an hundred thouſand barbarous Slaves 
That have marcht name by name with Rome's beſt doers ? 
Serve 'em up ſome other Meat; I'll bring no Food 
To ſtop the Jaws of all thoſe hungry W olves. 
My Regiment's mine own. I muſt, my Language. 
Enter Curius. 
Cur. Penius, where lies the Hoſt? 
Fen. Where Fate may find em. Cur, Are they ingirt? 
Pen. The Battel's loſt. Cur. So ſoon? 
Pen. No; but 'tis loſt, becauſe it muſt be won: 
The Britains muſt be Victors. Whoc'er ſaw 
A troop of bloody Vultures hovering 
About a few corrupted Carcaſſes, 
Let him behold the filly Rowan Hoſt, 
Girded with millions of fierce Britains Swains, . 
| Wit 
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With Deaths as many as they have had hopes; 
And then go thither, he that loves his ſhame; 
I fcorn my Life, yet dare not loſe my Name. 

Cur. Do not you hold it a moſt famous End, 
When both our Names and Lives are Sacrific'd 
For Rome's increaſe ? 

Pen. Yes, Curius, but mark this too; 

What Glory is there, or what laſting Fame 

Can be to Rowe or us? What full Example, 
When one is ſmother'd with a Multitude, 

And crouded in amongſt a nameleſs Prefs ? 
Honour got out of Flint, and on their Heads 

W hoſe Virtues, like the Sun, exhal'd all Valours, 
Muſt not be loſt in miſts and fogs of People, 
Noteleſs, and out of Name, but rude and naked: 
Nor can Rome task us with impoſſibilities, 

Or bid us fight againſt a Flood; we ſerve her, 
That ſhe may proudly ſay ſhe has good Soldiers, 
Not Slaves to choak all hazards. Who but Fools, 
That make no difference betwixt certain dying, 
And dying well, would fling their Fames and Fortunes 
Into this Britaiu- gulf, this quick-ſand Ruin, 
That ſinking, ſwallows us? What noble Hand 
Can find a Subject fit for blood there? Or what Sword 
Room for his Execution? What Air to cool us, 
But poiſon'd with their blaſting Breaths and Curſes, 
Where we lye buried quick above the Ground, 
And are with labouring Swear, and breathleſs Pain, 
Kill'd like to Slaves, and cannot kill again ? 

Dru. Penius, mark antient Wars, and know that then 
Captains weigh'd an hundred thouſand Men. 

Pen. Druſius, mark antient Wiſdom, and you'll find chen, 
He gave the Overthrow that ſav'd his Men. 

I mult not go. 

Reg. The Soldiers are deſirous, 
Their Eagles all drawn out, Sir. 

Pen. Who drew up, Regulus? 5 
Ha? Speak, did you? whoſebold'Will durſt attempt this: 
Drawn out? Why, who commands, Sir? On whoſe Wa!- 
Durſt they advance? 9 ” 
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Reg. I keep mine own Obedience. 

Dre. Tis like the general Cauſe, their love of Honour, 
Relieving of their wants. 

Pen. Without my knowlege? 
Am I no more? My Place but at their pleaſures ? 
Come, who did this ? 

Dru. By— Sir, I am ignorant. (lours. 
[Drum ſcftly within, then enter Soldiers with Drum and C- 

Pen. W hat, am | grown a Shadow? Hark, they march. 
I will know, and will be my elf. Stand, Diſobedience ; 
He that advances one Foot higher, dies for't. 
Run thorow the Regiment upon your Duties, 
And charge 'em on command, beat back again, 
By ——— Fl tithe'em all elſe. 

Reg. We'll do our beſt. 

[Exeunt Druſius and Regulus. 

Pen. Back, ceaſe your bawling Drums there, 
I'll beat the Tubs about your Brains elſe. Back: 
Do I ſpeak with leſs fear than Thunder to ye? 
Muſt I ſtand to beſeech ye? Home, home; ha? 
Do ye ſtare upon me? Are thoſe Minds I moulded, 
Thoſe honeſt valiant Tempers I was proud 
To be a Fellow to, thoſe great Diſcretions 
Made your Names fear'd and honour'd, turn'd to Wild- 
O Gods, to Diſobedience? Command, farcwel: (fires? 
And ye be witneſs with me, all things Sacred, 
I have no ſhare in theſe Mens Shames. March Soldiers, 
And ſeek your own ſad Ruins; your old Penius 
Dares not behold your Murders. 

1 Sold. Captain. 2 Sold. Captain. 

3 Sold. Dear honour'd Captain. 

Pen. Too too dear lov'd Soldiers, 
Which made ye weary of me, and Heav'n yet knows, 
Though in your Mutinies, I dare not hate you; 
Take your own Wills; tis fit your long experience 
Should now know how to rule your ſelves; I wrong ye, 
In wiſhing ye to fave your Lives and Credits, 
To keep your Necks whole from the Ax hangs o'er ye: 
Alas, I much diſhonour'd ye; go, ſeek the Britains, 
And ſay ye come to glut their Sacrifices 
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But do not ſay I ſent ye. What ye have been, 
How excellent in all Parts, good, and govern'd, 
Is only left of my Command, for Story; 
What now ye are, for Pity. Fare ye well. 
Enter Druſius and Regulus. 
Dru. Oh turn again, great Penius; ſee the Soldier 
In all points apt for Duty. 
Reg. See his Sorrow 
For his Diſobedience, which he ſays was haſte, 
And haſte, he thought, to pleaſe you with. Sce Captain, 
The toughneſs of his Courage turn'd to Water; 
Sce how his manly Heart melts, 
Pen, Go, beat homeward, 
There learn to eat your little with Obedience, 
And henceforth ſtrive to do as I direct ye. 
| [ Exennt Soldiers. 
Macer. My Anſwer, Sir. 
Pen. Tell the great General, 
My Companies are no Fagots to fill Breaches 
My ſelf no Man that muſt, or ſhall, can carry: 
Bid him be wiſe, and where he is, he's fate then; 
And when he finds out poſſibilities, 
He may command me. Commend me to the Captains. 
Macer. All this I ſhall deliver. 
Pen. Farewel, Macer. Exit Penius. 
Cur. Pray Gods this breed no Miſchief. 
Reg. It muſt needs, 
If ſtout Suetonius win; for then his Anger, 
Beſides the Soldiers loſs of due and honour, 
Will break together on him. 
Dru. He's a brave Fellow; 
And but a little hide his Haughtineſs, 
(Which is but ſometimes neither, on ſome Caules) 
He ſhews the worthieſt Rowan this day living. 
You may, good Curius, to the General 
Make all things ſecm the beſt. 
Cur. I ſhall endeavour : 
Pray for our Fortunes Gentlemen, if we fall, 
This one farewel ſerves for a Funeral. 
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The Gods make ſharp our Swords, and ſteel our Hearts; 
We dare, alas, but cannot fight our Parts. [ Exennt, 


N I. 


Enter Junius, Petillius and a Herald obſerving Junius. 


Pet. Let him go on, ſtay, now he Talks. 

Jun. Why? 
Why ſhould I love mine Enemy? What is Beauty ? 
Of what ſtrange Violence, that like the Plague, 
It works upon our Spirits? Blind they feiga him, 
am ſure, I find it fo. 

Pet, A Dog ſhall lead ye. 

Jun. His fond Affections blinder. 

Pet. Hold ye there ſtill. 

Jun. It takes away my Sleep. 

Tet. Alas, poor Chicken. 

Jun. My company, content; almoſt my faſhion. 

Pet. Yes, and your weight too, if you follow it. 

Jun. Tis ſure the Plague, for no Man dare come near me 
Without an Antidote, tis far worſe; Hell. 

Per. Thou art damn d without Redemption then. 

Fun. The way to't 
Strew'd with fair Weſtern Smiles, and April Bluſhes, 
Led by the brighteſt Conſtellations; Eyes, | 
And ſweet proportions, envying Heav'n; but from thence 
No way to guide, no Path, no Wiſdom bring us. 

Per. Ves, a ſmart Water Junius. Fun. Do | fool? 
Know all this, and fool ſtill ? Do 1 know further, 
That when we have enjoy'd our nds, we loſe 'em, 
And all our Appetites are but as Dreams 
We laugh at in our Ages. 

Pet. Sweet Philoſopher ! 

Jun. Dol know on ſtill, and yet know nothing? Mercy, 
Why am! thus Ridiculous ? (Gods, 

Per. Motley on thee, thou art an arrant Aſs. 

Jun. Can red and white, an Eye, a Noſe, a Cheek, 

Per. But one Cheek, Junius? 
An half-fac'd Miſtreſs? 

Jun. With a little trim, 

hat wanton Fools call Faſhion, thus abuſe me? 

Vo I. IV. Oo Take 
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Take me beyond my Reaſon? Why ſhould not 1 
Doat on my Horſe well trapt, my Sword well hatch'd ? 
They are as handſome things, to me more uſctul | 
And poflible to rule too. Did I but love, a 
Yer twere excuſable, my Youth would bear it; 
But to love there, and that no time can give me, 
Mine Honour dare not ask; ſhe has been Raviſh'd, 
My Nature muſt not know; the hates our Nation. 
Ihus to diſpoſe my Spirit! 
Pet. Stay a little, he will declaim again. 
Jun. | will not Love; I am a Man, have Reaſon, 
And ] will uſeit: I'll no more tormenting, 
Nor whining for a Wench, there are a thouſand. 
Per. Hold thee there, Boy. 
Jun. A thouland will intreat me. 
Per. Ten thouſand, Junius. 
Fun, I am young and luſty, | 
And to my faſhion Valiant; can pleaſe Nightly. 
Pet. PII (wear thy Back's probatum, for I have known 
Leap at fixteen like a ſtrong Stallion. (thee 
Jun I will be Man again. 
Pet. Now mark the working, 
The Devil and the Spirit tug tor't: Twenty pound 
Upon the Devil's Head. 
Fun, I muſt be wretched. 
Pet. I knew I had won. 
Jun. Nor have Ifo much power 
To ſhun my Fortune. 
Pet. I will hunt thy Fortune 
With all the Shapes imagination breeds, [ Muſick, 
But I will fright thy Devil: Stay, he ſings now. 
Song, by Junius, and Petillius after him in Mockage. 
Jun. Muſt I be thus abus'd? 
Pet, Yes marry mult ye. 
Let's follow him cloſe : Oh, there he is, now read it. 
Herald reads. If is the General's Command, that all jick 
Perſons, old and unable, retire within the Trenches; he that 
fears bis Liberty, to leave the Field: Fools, Boys, aud 
Lovers muſt not come near the Regiments, for fear of ther 
Infedtions ; eſpecially thoſe Cowards they call Lovers: 


Fun, 
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Jun, Ha? 


Per. Read on. 
Herald. If any common Soldier love an Enemy, he's whit" d 


and made a Slave: If any Captain, caſt with loſs of 
Honours, flung out o' th Army, and made unable ever 
after to bear the name of a Soldier. 
Jun. Ihe conſume ye all, Rogues, [ Exit Jun. 
Per. Let this work: 
H'as ſomething now to chew upon, he's gone, 
Come, ſhake no more. 
Her, Well, Sir, you may command me, 
But not to do the like again for Europe; 
| would have given my Life for a bent rwo-pence. 
If e' er read to Lovers whilſt I live again, 
Or come within their Confines ——— 
Pet. There's your Payment, 
And keep this private. 
Her. 1 am School'd for Talking. [ Exit Herald. 
Enter Demetrius. 
Pet. How now, Demetrius, are we drawn? 
Dem. Tis doing, 
Your Company ſtands fair ; but pray ye, where's Junius? 
Half his command are wanting, with ſome forty 
That Decius leads. 
Pet. Hunting for Victuals: 
Upon my life free-booting Rogues, their Stomachs 
Are like a Widow's Luſt, ne'er ſatisfied. 
Dem. I wonder how they dare ſtir, knowing the Enemy 
Maſter of all the Country. 
Pet. Reſolute Hungers 
Know neither Fears nor Faiths, they tread on Ladders, 
Ropes, Galiows, and overdo all Dangers. 
Dem. They may be hang'd though. 
Per. There's their joyful Supper, 
And no doubt they are at it. 
Dem. But for Heav'ns ſake, how does young Junius? 
Fet. Drawing on, poor Gentleman. 
Dem. W hat, to his end? 
Per. Toth'end of all Fleſh, Woman. 
Dem. This Love has made him a ſtout Soldier. \ 
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Per. O, a great one, 


Fit to command young Goſlings; but what News? 
Dem. Ithink the Meſſengers come back from Penig; 
By this time, let's go know. 
Vet. What will you ſay now 
if he deny to come, and take Exceptions 
At ſome half Syllable, or ſound deliver'd 
With an ill Accent, or ſome Stile left out? 
Dem. W cannot think he dare. 
Pet. He dare ſpeak Treaſon, 
Dare ſay what no Man dares believe, dares do 
But that's all one: Ill lay you my black Armour 
To twenty Crowns, he comes not. 
Dem.. Done. Pet. You'll pay. 
Dem. I will. 
Per. Then keep thine old uſe Penius, 
Be ftubborn and vain-glorious, and I thank thee. 
Come let's go pray for {ix Hours; moſt of us 
I fear will trouble Heav'n no more; two good Blows 
Struck home at two Commanders of the Britains, 
And my part's done. 
Dem. I do not think of Dying. 
Pet. Tis poſſible we may live. But Demetrius, 
With what ſtrange Legs, and Arms, and Eyes, and Noſes, 
Let Carpenters and Copper-ſmiths conſider. 
If lein keep my Heart whole, and my Wind-pipe, 
That I may drink yet like a Soldier - 
Dem. Come let's have better Thoughts; mine's on 
your Armour. 
Per. Mine's in your Purſe, Sir; let's go try the Wager. 
[Exennt 


e 


Enter Judas and his four Companions ¶ Halters about their 

Necks:;,) Bonduca, her Danghters, and Nennius following. 
Bon. Come, hang 'em e 
Nen. What made your Rogueſhips . 

Harry ing for Victuals here? Are we your Friends; 

Or do you come for Spies? Tell me directly, (fort? 


Would you not willingly be hang'd now? Do not ye 50 
| ; | ud, 
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Jud. What ſay ye? Shall we hang in this vein? Hang 


And 'tis as good to diſpatch it merrily, (we malt, 
As pull an Arſe like Dogs tobt. 

1 Sold. Any way, fo it be handſome. 

Hyd. I had as lieve *twcre toothſome too: Put all a- 

And PII not out, Boys. (grccy 

4 Sold. Let's hang pleaſantly. 

Jud. Then pleaſantly be it: Captain, the truth is, 
We had as lieve hang with Meat in our Mouths, 
As ask your Pardon empty. 

Bon. Theſe are brave Hungers. 
What ſay you to a Leg of Beef now, Sirrah? 

Jud. Bring me acquainted with it, and Þ1I tell ye. 

Bon. Torment em Wenches, I muſt back; then hang 

Jud. We humbly thank your Grace. (em. 

1 Daugh. The Rogues laugh at us. 

2 Daugh. Sirrah, what think you of a Wench now? 

Jud. A Wench, Lady? 
| do beſcech your Ladiſhip, retire. 

I'll tell ye preſently, ye ſec the time's ſhorr ; 
One craſh, even to the ſetling of my Conſcicncè. 

Nen. Why, is't no more but up, Boys? 

Jud. Ves, ride too Captain, 

Will you but ſee my Seat? 

Daugb. Ve ſhall be ſet, Sir, 

Upon a Jade ſha'l ſhake ye. f 

Jud. Sheets, good Madam, 

Will do it ten times better. 

1 Daugh. W hips, good Soldier, 

Which ye ſhall taſte before ye hang, to mortifie ye; 
'Tis pity ye ſhould die thus deſperate. 

2 Daugb. Theſe are the merry Romans, the brave Map- 
Tis ten to one we'll cool your Reſolutions. (caps. 
ring out the W hips. 

Jud. Would your good Ladiſhips 
Would exerciſe dem too. 

4 Sold. Surely Ladies, 

We'll ſhew you a ſtrange Patience. 

Nen. Hang 'em Raſcals, 

They'll talk thus on the Whecl. 
Oo 3 
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Euter Caratach. 
Car. Now, what's the matter? 
What are theſe Fellows? What's the crime committed, 
That they wear Necklaces? 
Nen. They are Roman Rogues, 
Taken a Foraging. | 
Car. Is that all, Nennius ? 
Jud Would | were fairly hang'd; this is the Devil, 
The kill-cow, Caratach. 
Car. nd you would hang 'em. 
Nen Are they not Enemies? 
1 Sol. My breech makes Buttons. 
1 Davgh. Are they not our Tormentors ? 
Car. Lormentors? Flea-traps. 
Pluck off your Halters, Fellows. 
Nen. Take heed, Caratach, 
Taint not your Wiſdom. 
Car. Wiidom, Nemnnius ? 
W hy, who ſhall fight againſt us, make our Honours, 
And give a glorious Day into our Hands, 
If we diſpatch our Foes thus? What's their Offence ? 
Stealing a Loaf or two to keep out Hunger, 
A piece of greazie Bacon, or a Pudding? 
Do theſe deſerve the Gallows, they are hungry, 
Poor hungry Knaves, no meat at home left, ftarv'd: 
Art thou not hungry? 
Jud. Monſtrous hungry. | 
Car. He looks like Hungers ſelf; get em ſome Victuals, 
And Wine to cheer their Hearts, quick: Hang up poor 
2 Sold. This is the braveſt Captain (Pilchers? 
Nen. Caratach, 
I'll leave you to your Will. 
Car. I'll anſwer all, Sir. | ; 
2 Dargb. Let's up and view his Entertainment of em. 
I am glad they are ſhifted any way, their Tongues elſe 
Would {till have murdered us. | 
1 Daugh. Let's up and ſce it. LExeu. 
Enter Hengo. 3 
Car. Sit down poor Knaves: W hy where's this Wine 
and Victuals ? | Who 
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Who waits there? 
Serv. within. Sir, tis coming. 
Hengo. Who are theſe, Uncle? 
Car, They are Romans, Boy. 
Hen. Are theſe they 

That vex mine Aunt o? Can theſe fight? They look 

Like empty Scabbards all, no mettle in 'em, 

Like Men of Clouts, ſet to keep Crows from Orchards; 
Why, I dare fight with theſe. 
Car. That's my good Chicken. And how Go ye? 

How do you feel your Stomachs? 
7ud. Wondrous apt, Sir, 

As ſhall appear when time calls. 

Car. That's well, down with't, 
A little grace will ſerve your turns; eat ſoftly, 
You'll choak ye Knaves elſe : Give 'em Wane. 
Jud. Not yet, Sir, 
We're even a little buſie. 
Hengo. Can that Fellow 
Do any thing but eat? Thou Fellow. 
Jud. Away Boy, | 
Away, this is no Boys Play. 
Hengo. By Uncle, 

If his Valour lyes in's Teeth, he's the moſt valiant. 

Car. I am glad to hear ye talk, Sir. 
Hengo. Good Uncle, tell me, 

What's the Price of a couple of cramm'd Romans? 
Car Some twenty Britains Boy; theſe are good Soldiers. 
Hengo. Do not the Cowards cat hard too? 

Car. No more, Boy. 

Come, I'll fit with you too; fit down by me, Boy, 

Jud. Pray bring your Diſh then. 

Car, Hearty Knaves; More Meat there. 
1 Sd. That's a good hearing. 

Car. Stay now and pledge me. 

Jud. This little Piece, Sir. 

Car, By— ſquare Eaters, 

More Meat I ſay; upon my Conſcience 

The poor Rogues have not eat this Month: How terribly 

They charge upon their Victuals; dare ye fight thus? 

| Oo 4 | Ind. 
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Jud. Believe it, Sir, like Devils. 
Car Well ſaid, Famine, 
Hcre's to thy General. 


Jud. Moſt excellent Captain, Iwill now pledge thee. 


Car. And to morrow Night, ſay to him, 
His Head is mine. 


Jud | can aſſure ye, Captain, 
He will not give it for this 


Car. Well ſaid. [ Daughters abrve. 
1 Davgh. Here's a ſtrange Entertainment; How the 
Th cves drink. 
2 Dauzh. Danger is dry. they look'd for colder Liquor. 
Car. Fill em more Wine, give em full Bowls; which of 
you all now, | 
In Recompence of this good, dare but give me 
A ſound Knock in the Bartel? 
Jud. Delicate Captain, 
Todo thee a ſufficient Recompence, 
Vil knock thy Bratzs out. Car. Do it. 


Hengo. Thou dar'ſt as well be damn'd : Thou knock 
his Brains our. 


ThowSkin of Man? Uncle, I will not hear this. 
Fud. Tie up your Whelp. 
Hengo. Thou kill my Uncle? 


Would I had bur a Sword for thy ſake, thou dry'd Dog. 
Car. What a Mettie | 


This little Vermin carries. 
Hengo. Kill mine Uncle? 
Car. He ſhall not, Child. 
Hengo. He cannot; he's a Rogue, 
An on'y eating Rogue. Kill my ſweet Uncle? 
Oh that I were a Man. Jud. By this Wine, 
Which I will drink to Captain Funns, (Daughter 


| Who loves the Quzen's molt excellent Majeſty's little 
Moſt ſweetly, and moſt fearfully, I will do it. 
Hen o. Uncle, I'll kill him with a great Pin. 
Czr,. No more, Boy. 
I'll piedge thy Captain: To ye all good Fellows. 
2 Daugb. In love with me? That Love ſhall coſt your 
Lives all: | 8 | 


Come Sifter, and adviſe me; I have here 


waihing- 
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A way to make an eaſie Conqueſt of em, 
If Fortune favour me. 
Car. Let's ſee ye ſweat 
To Morrow, Blood and Spirit, Boys, this Wine 
Turn'd to ſtern Valour. | 
1 Sold. Hark ye, Judas, 
If he ſhould hang us after all this. 
Jud. Let him: 
111 hang like a Gentleman, and a Roman. 
Car. Take away there, they have enough, 
7ud. Captain, we thank you heartily 
For your good Cheer, and if we meet to Morrow, 
One of us pays fort. 
Car. Get 'em Guides, their Wine 
Has over-maſter'd 'em. 
Enter ſecond Daughter and a Servant. 
2 Daugb. That hungry Fellow 
With the red Beard there, give it him, and this, 
To ſee it well delivered. 
Car. Farewel Knaves; 
Speak nobly of us, keep your Words to Morrow, 
Enter a Guide. | 
And do ſomething worthy your Meat. Go, guide *em, 
And ſee *em fairly onward. 
Jud. Meaning me, Sir? 
Serv. The ſame, 
The youngeſt Daughter to the Queen intreats ye 
To give this privately to Captain Junius, 
This for your Pains. 
Jud. I reſt her humble Servant, 
Commend me to thy Lady. Keep your Files, Boys. 
Serv. I muſt inſtruct ye farther. 
Jud. Keep your Files there. 
Order, ſweet Friends; Faces about now. 
Guide. Here, Sir, here lyes vour way. 
Jud *Bleſs the Founders, I ſay: 
Fairly, good Soldiers, fairly march now; cloſe, Boys. 
Es, [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Suetonius, Petillius, Demetrius, Decius. an 
Suet. Bid me be wiſe, and keep me where | = OY 
And ſo be ſafe; not come, becauſe commanded : ' 
Was it not thus? . 
Macer. It was, Sir. 
Pet. What now think ye? 
Suet. Muft come, fo heinous to him, ſo diſtaſteful? 
Pet. Give me my Mony. | 25 
Dem. I confeſs tis due, Sir, 
And preſently I'll pay it. 
Suet. His Obedience, 
So blind at his Vears and Experience, 
It cannot find where to be tendred? 
Macer. Sir, | 
The Regiment was willing, and advanc'd too, 
The Captains at all points fiele up; their Preparations 
Full of Reſolve, and Confidence: Youth and Fire, 
Like the fair breaking of a glorious Day, 
| Guilded their Phalanx; when the angry Penius 
© Stept like a ſtormy Cloud *twixt them and hopes. 
Suet. And ſtopt their Reſolutions ? 
Macer. True; his Reaſon 
To them was odds, and odds ſo infinite, 
Diſcretion durſt not look upon. 
Suet, Well Penius, 
J cannot think thee Coward yet; and treacherous 
I dare not think; thou haſt lopt a Limb off from me, 
And let it be thy Glory, thou waſt ftubborn, 
Thy Wiſdom, that thou leftiſt thy General naked: 
a Yer e'er the Sun ſer, I ſhall make thee ſee, 
All Valour dwells not in thee; all command 
In one Experience. Thou wilt too late repent this, 
And wiſt, I muſt come up, had been thy Bleſſing. 
Pet. Let's force him. ; 
guet. No, by no Means; he's a Torrent 
We cannot eaſily ſtem. 
Pet. I think, a Traitor. 
Suet. No ill words; let his own Shame firſt revile him. 
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That Wine I have, ſee it, Demetrius, 
Diſtributed amongſt the Soldiers, 
To make 'em high and uſty; when that's done, 
Petillius, give the Word through, that the Eagles 
May preſently advance ; no Man diſcover, 
Upon his Life, the Enemies full Strength, 
But make it of no Value: Decius, 
Are your ſtarv'd People yet come home? 
Dec. I hope ſo. 
duet. Keep em in more Obedience: This is no Time 
To chide, I could be angry elſe, and ſay more to ye: 
But come, let's order all: Whoſe Sword is ſharpeſt, 
And Valour equal to his Sword this Day, 
Shall be my Saint. 
Pet. We ſhall be holy all then: [ Fxennt. 
Enter Judas and his Company. 
Jud. Captain, Captain, I have brought *em off again; 
The drunkenneſt Slaves. 
Dec. — —Confound your Roguelſhips 
TIl call the General, and have ye hang'd all. 
Jud. Pray who will you command then? 
Dec. For you, Sirrah, 
That are the Ring-Leader to theſe Devices, 
Whoſe Maw is never cram'd, I'll have an Engine. 
Jud. A Wench, ſweet Captain. 
Dec. Sweet Judas, even the Forks, 
Where ye ſhall have two Lictors with two Whips 
Hammer your Hide. | 
Jud. Captain, good Words, fair Words, 
Sweet Words, good Captain; if you like not us, 
Farewel, we have Employment. 
Dec. W here haſt thou been ? > 
Jud. There where you dare not be with all your Valour. 
Dec. Where's that? | 
Jud. With beſt good Fellow living. 
1 Sold. The King of all good Fellows. 
Af, | 
Fud. Caratach. | 
Shake now, and ſay, we have done ſomething worthy, - 
Mark me, with Caratach : By this Caratach: 0 
' | if hs 0 
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Do you as much now and you dare: ſweet Cararach. 
Ye talk of a good Fellow, of true drinking ; 
Well, go thy ways, old Caretach: beſides the un 
The braveſt running Banquet of black Puddings, 
Pieces of glorious Bref. 
Dec. How ſcap'd ye hanging? 
Jud. Hanging's a Dog's Death, we are Gentlemen, 
And I ſay ſtill, old Caratach. 
Dec. Belike then, 
You are turn'd Rebels all. 
Jud. We are Roman Boys all, 
And Boys of Mettle: I muſt do that, Captain, 
This Day, this very Day. 
Dec. Away, ye Raſcal. 
Fud. Fair words, I ſay again. 
Dec. W hat muſt you do, Sir? 
Jud. I muſt do that my Heart-ſtrings yern to do, 
But my word's paſt. 
Dec. What is it? | 
Jud. Why, kill Caratach. 
That's all he ask'd vs for our Entertainment. 
Dec. More than you'll pay. | 
Jud. Would I had fold my ſelf 
Unto the skin I had not promis'd it; 
For ſuch another Caratach - 5 
Dec. Come Fool, 
Have ye done your Country Service? * K 
Jud. I have brought that 
To Captain Junius. 
Dec. How ? 
Jud. 1 think will do all: 
I cannot tell, I think ſo. 
Dec. How? to Junius? 
I'll more enquire of this: Vou'll fig''t now? 
Jud. Promiſe, take heed of promiſc, Captain. 
Dec. Away, and rank then. = IE 
Fad. But hark ye, Captain, there is Wine diſtributing, 
I would fain know what thare I have. 
Dec. Be gone, ye have too much. 


Jud. Captain, no Wine, no fighting. 
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% one call'd Caratach that has Wine. 
The Well, Sir, if you'll be rul'd now, and do well, 
Jud. Do excellent. | | 
Dec. Ye ſhall have Wine, or any thing: go File, 
Ill ſee ye have your ſhare: drag out your Dormile, 
And ſtow 'em ſomewhere, where they may ſleep hand- 
They'll hear a hunr's-up ſhortly. ( lomely, 
Jud. Now I love thee: 
But no more Forks nor W hips. 
Dec. Deſerve em not then. 
Up with your Men, I'll meet ye preſently; 
And get 'em ſober quickly. 
Judd. Arm, arm, Bullies, 2 
All's right again and ſtraight; and which is more, 
More Wine, more Wine: Awake ye Men of Memphis, 
Be ſober and diſcreet, we have much to do, Boys. [ Exe. 


»? 
— — 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mef. 1 there for the Sacrifice, the Queen comes. 
| [ Muſick, 

Enter in Solemnity the Druids ſmging, the ſecond Daughter 

ſtrewing Flowers; then ll and others. 
Bond. Ye powerful Gods of Britain, hear our Prayers; 

Hear us you great Revengers, and this Day 

Take pity from our Swords, doubt from our Valours, 

Double the ſad Remembrance of our Wrongs 

In every Breaſt; the Vengeance due to thoſe 

Make infinite and endleſs: on our Pikes 

This day pale Terror fit, Horrors and Ruins 

Upon our Executions; claps of Thunder 

Hang on our armed Carts, and *fore our Troops 

Deſpair and Death; Shame beyond theſe attend 'em. 

Riſe from the Duſt, ye Relicks of the Dead, 

Whoſe noble Deeds our holy Druide ſing, 

O riſe, ye valiant Bones, let not baſe Earth 

NET Oppreſs 
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Oppreſs your Honours, whilſt the Pride of Rome 
Treads on your Stocks, and wipes out all your Stories 

Nen. Thou great Tir anes, _ our ſacred Prieſts, 
Armed with dreadful Thunder, plac'd on high f 
Above the reſt of the immortal Gods, 
Send thy conſuming Fires, and deadly Bolts, 
And ſhoot em home, ſtick in each Roman Heart 
A fear fit for confuſion; blaſt their S8 pirits, 
Dwell in 'em to Deſtruction ; thorow their Phalanx 
Strike, as thou ſtrik'ſt a proud Trec; ſhake their Bodies, 
Make their Strengths totter, and their topleſs Fortunes 
Unroot, and reel to ruin. 

1 Daugh. O thou God, 
Thou feared God, if ever to thy Juſtice 
Inſulting Wrongs, and Raviſhments of Women, 
Women deriy'd from thee, their Shames, the Sufferings 
Of thoſe that daily fill'd thy Sacrifice 
With Virgin Incenſe, have acceſs, now hear me, 
Now ſnatch thy Thunder up, now on theſe Romans, 
Deſpiſers of thy Power, of us Defacers, 7 
Revenge thy ſelf, take to thy killing Anger, 
To make thy great Work full, thy Juſtice ſpoken, 
An utter rooting from this bleſſed Iſle 
Of what Rome is or has been. 

Bon. Give more Incenſe, 
The Gods are deaf and drowſie; no happy flame 
Riſes to raiſe our Thoughts: Pour on. 

2 Daugh, See Heav'n, 
And all you Pow'rs that guide us, ſce, and ſhame, 
We kneel ſo long for pity: over your Altars; 
Since 'tis no light Oblation that you look for, 
No Incenſe Offering, will I hang mine Eyes; 
And as I wear theſe Stones with hourly weeping, 
So will I melt your Pow'rs into Compaſhon. 
This Tear for Praſutagus my brave Father, 
Ye Gods, now think on Rame; this for my Mother, 
And all her miſeries; yet ſee, and fave us; 
But now ye mult be open- ey d. Sec, Heav'n, 
Oh ſee thy ſhow'rs ſtola from thee; our Diſhonours, 

| A Smoak from the * 
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Oh Siſter, our Diſhonours: can ye be Gods, 
And theſe ſins ſmother'd? | 
Bon. The fire takes. 
Car. It does lo, 
But no flame riſes. Ceaſe your fearful Prayers, 
Your whinings, and your tame Petitions, 
The Gods love Courage arm'd with Confidence, 
And Prayers fit to pull them down: weak Tears 
And troubled Hearts, the dull twins of cold Spirits, 
They fit and ſmile at. Hear how I ſalute em: 
Divine Andate, thou who hold'ſt the Reins 
Of turious Batrels, and diſorder'd War, 
And proudly rowPt thy ſwarty Chariot-wheels 
Over the heaps of Wounds and Carcaſſcs, 
Sailing through Seas of Blood; thou ſurc- ſteel'd ſternneſs, 
Give us this Day good Hearts, good Enemies, 
Good Blows of both ſides, W ounds that fear or flight 
Can claim no ſhare in; ſtcel us both with angers 
And warlike Executions fit thy viewing; 
Let Rome put on her beſt ſtrength, and thy Britain, 
Thy little Britain, but as great in Fortune, 
Meet her as ſtrong as ſhe, as proud, as da ing; 
And then look on, thou Red-ey'd God: who does beſt, 
Reward with Honour; who Deſpair makes fly, 
Unarm for ever, and brand with Intamy - 
Grant this, divine Andate, tis but Juſtice ; 
And my firſt blow thus on thy holy Altar ¶ A flame ariſes. 
I Sacrifice unto thee. | 8 


Bon. It flames out. I Atgſic t. 
Car. Now ling, ye Druids. TOP [ Song. 


Bon. Tis out ag ain. 

Car. H'as given us leave to fight yet; we ask no more, 
The reſt hangs in our Reſolutions : 41 
Tempt her no more. | 

Bon. I would know farther, Couſin. 

Car. Her hidden meaning dwells in our endeavours, 
Our Valours are our beſt Gods. Chear the Soldier, 
And let him eat. Meſ. He's at it, Sir. 

_ Car, Away then; | 
When he has done, let's March, Come, fear not, Lady, 
This 


| 
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This day the Roman gains go more gtound here, 
But what his Body lies in. 


Bond. Now I am confident. [ Exeunt. Recor 4+, 
. 


Enter Junius, Curius, and Decius. 


Dec. We dare not hazard it; beſide our Lives, 
It forfeits all our Underſtandings. 

Jun. Gentlemen, 
Can ye forſake me in ſo juſt a Service, 
A Service for the Common- wealth, for Honour? 
Read but the Letter; you may love too. 

Dec. Read it; 
If there be any ſafety in the Circumſtance, 
Or likelihood 'tis Love, we will not fail ye. 
Read it, good Curius. 

Cer. Willingly. Jun. Now mark it. 

Cur. reads. Health to thy Heart, my honoured Junius, 
And all thy Love requited: I am thine, 
Thine everlaſtingly, thy Love has won me, 
And let it breed no doubt; our new Acquaintance 
Compels this, 'tis the Gods decrce to bleſs us. 
The Times are dangerous to mcet, yet fail not, 
By all the Love thou bear'ſt me I conjure thee, 
Without diſtruſt of danger, to come to me, 
For I have purpos'd a delivery 
Both of my ſelf and Fortune this bleſt Day 
Into thy Hands, if thou think'ſt good: To ſhew thee 
Ho infinite my Love is, even my Mother 
Shall be thy Priſoner, the Day yours without haz ard; 
For I beheld your Danger like a Lover, 
A juſt affecter of thy Faith: Thy Goodneſs, 
T know, will uſe us nobly ; and our Marriage, 
If not redeem, yet leſſen Rome's Ambition. 
I'm weary of theſe Miſeries: Uſe my Mother, 
(If you intend to take her) with all Honour, 
And ler this Diſobedience to my Parents . 
Be laid on Love, not me. Bring with thee, Junius, 
Spirits reſoly'd to fetch me off, the nobleſt, 


Forty 
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Forty will ſerve the turn; juſt at the joining 

Of both the Battels, we will be weakly guarded; 

And for a Guide, within this Hour ſhall reach thee 

A faithful Friend of mine: The Gods, my Junius, 

Keep thee, and me to ſerve thee z young Bonvica. 
Cur. This Letter carries much Belief, and moſt Obje- 

Anſwer'd, we muſt have doubted. (ctions 

Dec. Is that Fellow come to ye for a Guide yet? 

Jun. Yes. Dec. And examin'd ? 

Jun. Far more than that, he has felt Tortures, yet 

He vows he knows no more than this Truth. 

Dec. Strange. | 

Cur. If ſhe mean what ſhe writes, as't may be probable, 

'Twill be the happicſt vantage we can lean to. 

Jun. I'll pawn my Soul the means Truth. 

Dec. Think an Hour more, 

Then if your Confidence grow ſtronger on ye, 

We'll ſer in with ye. | 

Jun. Nobly done, I thank ye: Ye know the time. 

Cur, We will be either ready 

To give ye preſent Counſel, or join with ye. 

Be Suet onius, Perillius, Demetrius, and Macer. 
Fun. No more, as ye are Gentlemen. The General. 
Suet. Draw out apace, the Enemy waits for us; 

Are ye all ready ? 

Jun. All our Troops attend, Sir. 

duet. lam glad to hear you lay fo, Junius, 

| hope ye are diſpoſſeſt. 

Jun. I hope ſo too, Sir. 

duet. Continue ſo. And Gentlemen, to you now; 
To bid you fight is needleſs, ye are Romans, 

The Name will fight it ſelf; to tell ye who 

You go to fight againſt, his Power, and Nature, 

Bur loſs of time z yet know it, know it poor, 
And oft have made it ſo. To tell ye farther, 

His Body ſhows more dreadful than it has done, 

To him that fears, leſs poſſible to deal with, 

Is but to ſtick more Honour on your Actions, 

Load ye with virtuous Names, and to your Memories 
Tye never-dying Time, and Fortune conſtanr, 
Vo I. IV, Pp 


Go 
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Go on in full aſſurance, draw your Swords 
As daring and as confident as Juſtice; 
The Gods of Rome fight for ye; loud Fame calls ye, 
Pitch'd on the topleſs Apenine, and blows 
To all the under World; all Nations, 
The Seas, and unfrequented Deſarts, where the Snow 
W akens the ruin'd Monuments, and there (dwells, 
W here nothing but eternal Death and Sleep is, 
Informs again the dead Bones. With your Virtues, 
Go on, I ſay, Valiant and Wiſe, rule Heav'n, 
And all the great aſpects attend em. Do but blow 
Upon this Enemy, who, but that we want Foes, 
Cannot deſerve that Name; and like a Miſt, 
A lazy Fog, before your burning Valours 
You'll find him fly to nothing; this is all, 
We have Swords, and are the Sons of antient Romans, 
Heirs to their endleſs Valours, fight and Conquer. 

Dec. Dem. Tis done. 

Pet. That Man that loves not this Day, 
And hugs not in his Arms the noble Dinger, 
May he * fameleſs and forgot. Ser. Sufficient, 
Up to your Troops, and let your Drums beat Thunder, 
March cloſe, and ſudden like a Tempeſt: All Executions 

| [ March, 

Done without ſparkling of the Body; keep your Phalanx 
Sure lin'd, and piec'd together, your Pikes forward, 
And ſo march like a moving Fort; cer this Day run, 
Weſhall have ground to add to Rome, well won. | Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Caratach and Nennius. 

Nen. The Roman is advanc'd; from yond' Hills brow 
We may behold him, Caratacb. [A March. 

Car. Let's thither, [Drums within at one place afar off. 
I ſee the Duft fly. Now I ſee the Body, 
Obſerve 'em, Nennius, by a handſome Body, 
And of a few, ſtrongly and wiſely jointed: 
duetonius ie a Soldier. Nen. As I take it, 
That's he that gallops by the Regiments, . 
Viewing their Preparations. Car. Very likely, 
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He ſhews no leſs than General; ſee how bravely 
The Body moves, and in the Head how proudſy 
The Captains ſtick like Plumes; he comes apace on; 
Good Nennius go, and bid my ſtout Lieutenant 
Bring on the firſt ſquare Body to oppoſe em, 
And as he Charges, open to incloſe em; 
The Queen move next with hers, and wheel about, 
To gain their Backs, in which I'll lead the Vanguard. 
We ſhall have bloody Crowns this Day, I ſee by't; 
Haſte thee good Nennius, I'll follow inſtantly 
| Exit Nennius. 

How cloſe they march, as if they grew together? ¶ March. 
No place but lin'd alike, ſure from Oppreſſion; 
They will not change this Figure; we muſt charge 'em, 
And charge em home at both Ends, Van and Rear. 

Drums in another flace afar off. 
They never totter elſe. I hear our Muſick, 
And muſt attend it: Hold good Sword, but this Day, 
And bite hard where I hound thee, and hereafter 
I'll make a Relick of thee, for young Soldiers 


To come like Pilgrims to, and kiſs for Conqueſts. Exit. 


r 


Enter Junius, Curius, and Decius. 


Fun. Now is the time, the Fellow ſtays. 
Dec. What think ye? Cur. I think 'tis true. 
Fun. Alas, if 'twere a Queſtion, 

If any doubt or hazard fell into't, 

Do ye think mine own Diſcretion ſo ſelf-blind, 

My care of you ſo naked, to run headlong? 
Dec. Let's take Petillius with us. Jun. By no means: 

He's never wiſe but ro himſelf, not courteous, 

But where the end's his own; we are ſtrong enough, 

If not too many. Behind yonder Hill 

The Fellow tellsme ſhe attends, weak guarded, 

Her Mother and her Siſter. Cur. I would venture. 

| J un. We ſhall not ſtrike five Blows for't 5 weigh the 
The general good may come. (good, 
| F p 2 | Dec 


— 


F 


\ 


- — — — - - — 2 — - A — 2 
_- — — OC — ————— — —— — — — — — — _ — * _ - . 
— —— 1 2 == - _ - — — * 
= — = * — — — — - — — == — — — 
* * Us - — > k . 0 © 
ä — — . | — _ * XX , D N , | 
* 2 — 2 „ 9. ot g ple : \ _ e . 4 — — OY DT f r 1 2 


— — 


— 


' 


2224 B ON D U 4. 


Dec. Away, I'll with ye, but with what doubt? 
Jun. Fear not, my Soul for all. [ Exennt 


[ Alarms, Drums and Trumpers in ſeveral Places af 
off, as at a main Battel. Ie ces afar 


S108 NEV, 


Enter Druſus and Penius above. 
Dru. Here ye may fee em all, Sir; from this Hill 


The Country ſhews off level. Pen. Gods defend me, 


What Mulritudes they are, what Infinites ? 
The Roman Power ſhews like a little Star 
Hedg'd with a double Hollow. Now the Knell Rings, 
; | Loud Shouts, 
Hark how they ſhout to th' Battel, how the Air 
Totters and reels, and ren''s apieces, Druſts, 
With the huge vollied Clamours. 
Dru. Now they charge, 
Oh Gods, of all fides, frarfully. 
Pen. Little Rome, 
Stand but this growing Hydra one ſhort Hour, 


And thou haſt out-done Hercules. 


Dru. The Duſt hides'em, we cannot ſee what follows. 
Pen. They are gone, | 
Gone, ſwallow'd Druſus, this eternal Sun 
Shall never ſee *em march more. 
Dru, O turn this way, 
And fee a Model of the Field, ſome forty, 
Againſt four hundred. 
Pen. Well fought, bravely follow'd; 


O nobly charg'd again, charg'd home too: Driſus, 


They ſcem to carry it ; now they charge all, [ Loud. 
Cloſe, cloſe, I ſay; they follow it: Ye Gods, 
Can there be more in Men? More daring Spirits ? 
Still they make good their Fortunes. Now they are gone 
For ever gone; ſee Druſus at their Backs (too, 
A fearful Ambuſh riſes. Farewel Valours, 
Excellent Valours; O Rome, where's thy Wiſdom? 
Dru. They arc gone indeed, Sir. 
Hen. Look out toward the Army, 
1am heavy with theſe Slaughters. 


Dxu. Tis the fame ſtill, covered with Duſt and Fury. | 
. uter 
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Enter the two Danghters, with Junius, Curius, Decius, 
and Soldiers. 
2 Dangb. Pring 'em in, tie em, and then unarm 'em. 
1 Daugh Valiant Romans, ye are welcome to your Loves. 
2 Daugh. Your Death, Fools. 
Dec. We deſerve em, and Women do your worſt. 
Daugb. Ye need not beg it 
2 Dangh. M hich is kind Junius? Ser. This. 
2 Daugb. Are you my Sweet-hcart? 
It looks ii on't; how lon; is't. pretty Soul, 
Since you and | firſt lov'd? Had we not reaſon 
To doat ext eamly upon one another ? 
How does my Love? This is not he; my Chicken 
Coul1 prate finely, ſing a Love-ſong. Jun. Monſter, 
2 Daugb. Oh, now it Caurts. 
Fun. Arm'd with more Malice 
Than he that got thee has the Devil. 
2 Daugb. Gocd. Proceed, ſweet Chick. 
Jun. | hate thee, that's my laſt. | 
2 Daugh. Nay, and ve love me, forward: No? Come 
Let's prick our Anſwers on our Arrows Points, (Silter, 
And make 'em laugh a little. Ve damn'd Leachers, 
Ye proud improvident Fools, have we now caught ye? 
Are ye i'th' Nooſe? Since ye are ſuch loving Creatures, 
We'llbe your Cupids : Do ye fee theſe Arrows? 
We'll ſend them to your wanton Livers, Goats. 
1 Daugb O howPVll trample on your Hearts, ye Villains, 
Ambitious falt-itch Slaves: Rome's maſter Sins, 
The mountain Rams tapt your hot Mothers. 
2 Daugh, Dogs, | 
To whoſc brave Founders a ſalt Whore gave ſuck 
Fhieves, Honout's Hangmen, do ye grin? Perdition 
Take me for ever, if in my ſelf anger, [Enter Caratach. 
do not out-do all Example. 
Car. Where, e 
Where are theſe Ladies? Ve keep noble Quarter, 
Your Mother thinks ye dead or taken, upon which 
She will not move her Battel. Sure theſe Faces 
have beheld and known, they are Roman Leaders, 
How came they here? 


. P P 5 2 Daugh 
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2 Dangh. A trick, Sir, that we us d, 
A certain Policy conducted em 
Unto our Snare: We have done ye no ſmall ſervice; 
Theſe us'd as we intend, we are for th' Battel. 

Car. As you intend? Taken by Treachery ? 

1 Daugh. Is't not allow'd? | 

Car, Thoſe that ſhould gild our Conqueſt, 
Make up a Battel worthy of our winning, 
Catch'd up by Craft ? 

2 Daugh. By any means that's lawful. 

Car. A Woman's Wiſdom in our Triumphs? Out, 
Our ye Sluts, ye Follies; from our Swords 
Filch our Revenges baſely? Arm again, Gentlemen: 
Soldiers, I charge ye help 'em. 


2 Daugh. By- — Uncle, 
We will have Vengcance for our Rapes. 
Car. By (there. 


You ſhould have kept your Legs cloſe then: Diſpatch 

1 Daugb. I will not off thus. | 

Car. He that ſtirs to Execute, 

Or ſhe, though it be your ſelves, by him that got me, 
Shall quickly feel mine Anger; one great Day given us, 
Not to be ſnatch'd out of our Hands Far baſely; 
And we muſt ſhame the Gods from whence we have it, 
With ſetting Snares for Soldiers? I'll run away firſt, 
Be hooted at, and Children call me Coward, 
Before I ſet up ſcales for Victories: 
Give 'em their Swords. 

2 Daugb. O Gods. 

Car. Bear off the Women unto their Mother, 

2 Daugh. One Shot, gentle Uncle. 

Car. One cut her Fiddle-ftring : Bear em off, I ſay. 

1 Daugh, The take this Fortune. 

Car. Learn to Spin, ; | 
And curſe your knotted Hemp: Go Gentlemen, 

jr [ Exennt Daughters. 

Safely go off, up to your Troops; be wiſer, 
here thank me like tall Soldiers: I ſhall ſeek ye. 
7 Exitaratach 


Cur. A noble worth. Dec. Well Funing. Jon 
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Jun. Pray ye no more. 
Gur. He bluſhes, do not load him. 
Dec. Where's your Love now? | Drums loud again. 
Jun. Puff, there it flies: Come, let's redeem our Follies. 
Exeunt Junius, Curius, and Decius. 
Dru. Awake, Sir; yet the Roman Body's whole, 
I ſee 'em clear again. 
Pen. Whole? tis not poſſible: Druſus, they muſt beloſl, 
Dru. By- they are whole, Sir, 
And in brave doing; ſee they wheel about 
To gain more Ground. 
Pen. But ſee there, Druſus, ſee, | 
See that huge Battel moving from the Mountains, 
Their gilt Coats ſhine like Dragon Scales, their March 
Like a rough rumbling Storm; ſee them, and view 'em, 
And then {ce Rome no more; ſay they fail, look, 
Look where the armed Carts ſtand; a new Army. 
Look how they hang like falling Rocks, as murdering 
Death rides in Triumph, Druſus : Fell Deſtruction 
Laſhes his fiery Horſe, and round about him 
His many thouſand ways to let out Souls. 
Move me again when they charge, when the Mountain 
Melts under their hot Wheels, and from their Ax'trees 
Huge Claps of Thunder plough the Ground before em, 
Till then ll Dream what Rome was. 
Enter Suetonius, Petillius, Demetrius, and Macer. 
Set. O bravely fought ; Honour till now ne'er ſhow'd 
Her golden Fate i'th' Field. Like Lions, Gentlemen, 
You've held your Heads up this Day. Where's young 
Junius, Curius and Decius? 
Per. Gone to Heav'n, I think, Sir. (do ye? 


Suet. Their Worths go with' em: Breath a while : How 


Pet. Well, fomefew ſcurvy W ounds, my Heart's whole 


Dem. W ould they would giveus more Ground, (yet, 


duet. Give? we'll have it. 
Per. Have it? and hold it too, deſpight the Devil. 
| Enter Junius, Decius and C urius. (Battel 
Jun. Lead up to th' Head, and Line; ſure the Queen's 
Begins ro charge like Wild-Fire. Where's the General? 
Srer., Oh, they are living yet. Come my brave Soldiers, 
| Pp 4 Come 


g 
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Come, let me pour Rome's Bleſſing on ye; live, 
Live, and lead Armies all: Ye bleed hard. 

Jun. Beſt: We ſhall appear the ſterner to the Foe. 

Dec. More Wounds, more Honour. 

Per. Loſe no time. Sauer. Away then, 

And ſtand this Shock, ye have ſtood the World. 

Per. We'll grow to't. Is not this better thanlowſe lo- 

Fun. I am my ſelf, Petillius. (ving ? 

Pet. Tis 1 love thee. [ Exeunt Romans, 

Enter Bonduca, Caratach, Daughters and Nennius. 

Car. Charge 'em i'th' Flanks: O ye have plaid the Foo), 
The Fool extreamly, the mad Fool. Bon Why Couſin? 

Car, The Woman Fool. Why did you give the Word 
Unto the Carts to charge down, and our People 
In groſs before the Enemy? We pay fort, 

Our own Swords cut our Throats: Why? — ont; 
Why do you offer to command? | he Devil, 
The Devil, and his Dam too; who bid you 
Meddle in Mens Affairs? 

Bond. I'\l help all. Cær. Home, [ FExeunt Queen, 5c. 
Home and ſpin Woman, ſpin, go ſpin, ye tritle. 
Open before there, or all's Ruin. How, | Shouts within. 
Now comes the Tempeſt on our ſelves, by 

| Pictorta within. 
O Woman, ſcurvy Woman, beaſtly Woman. Exeunt. 

Dru. Victoria, Victoria Pen. How's that, Druſus ! Sir, 

Dru. They win, they win, they win; oh look. look, look, 
For Heav*ns ſake look, the Britains fly, the Britains fly. 

Victoria. | 
Enter Suetonius, Soldiers and Captains. 

guet. Soft, ſoft, purſue it ſoft; excellent Soldiers, 

Cloſe, my brave Fellows, honourable Rowan: : 

Oh cool thy Mettle Junius, they are ours, 

"The World cannot redeem 'em; ſtern Perillius, 

Govern the Conqueſt nobly. Soft, good Soldiers. Een f. 
Enter Bonduca, Darghters and Britains. 

Bond. Shame, whither flie ye, ye unlucky Britains? 

Will ye creep into your Mother's Wombs again? Back 

| Cowards. 

Hares, fearful Hares, Doves in your Angers; leave me? 

Leave your Queen deſolate? her hapleſs Children, 
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f Enter Car 
To Roman Ripe 1 8 * 
Car. Fly, ye Buzzards, OY 
Ye have Wings enough, je fear; get thee gone Woman 
Loud Sho h 
Shame tread a , Loud Shout within. 
Hark how r all's loft, a'l's loſt; bark, 
Fee, G Uncl:, ng m—_ | Exit Bond. &c. 
Car. No B p 42.1 v9 
| muſe or kite thee; get behind 
2 petill get behind me; ſhake not, 
I'll breech ye, if ay ws 8 nM ne eine. 
Alt ions ho En” o, Boy: Come, brave Romans, 
un. Now I' ; | 
20 1 ata i 7 gy Sin Fight. Drums. 
- His Blows fall lik | rike home, home, have ar 
Dee. Tis wiary: py n on an Anvil. (ye. 
(ar. Send more Swords to a 
* = {it and reſt, [Sit d 
Yu. . | it dom. 
12 151; tg) 3 O Druſus, 
— - KAY y 0 : 
2 or nothing is but Deſolation, 
Of Man, or Mankind l - ef 
Haſt thou abus'd — IT” me: O blind Fortune, 
1 3 ng i 75 be comforted; 
as your ay þ 
Your Day 15 — | wu d med pray ye go home, 
Shall be Put Foil unto mes when this great Fortune 
Pen. P \ N N [ Retreat. 
Enter RE 7 Coward. | Exe. Penius and | ruſus. 
Cues Ts . Soldiers, Drum and Colours. 
Roe LB. * in: by have you fought, and wor- 
The Gran En Ponce : Look to your Wounds, (thy 
Has got a Fort 1 urtful : The proud Queen 
Defie us once agai Wr 
We'll ſeck her — : - ay 2 
Stop at n- „and make her know, cur Fortunes 
P not ſtubborn Walls: Come, Sons of Honour, 
| Party True 


2 
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True Virtues Heirs; thus hatch'd with Britain Blood 
Let's march to Reſt, and ſet in Gules like Suns 
Beat a ſoft March, and each one eaſe his Neighbours, 


[ Exennt, 


ACT IV. SCENE I 

Enter Petillius, Junius, Decius, Demetrius ſinging. 
Pet. CMOOTH was his Cheek, 

Dec. And his Chin it was ſleek, 
Jun. With whoop, he has done wobing. 
Dem. Junius was this Captain's Name, 
A Lad for a Laſſes veiwing. 

Pet. Full black his Eye, and plump bis Thigh, 

Dec. Made up for Loves pur ſuing; 

Dem. Smooth was his Cheek, 

Pet. And his Chin it was ſleek. 

Jun. With whoop, he has done wooingp. 

Per. O my vex'd Thief, art thou come home again? 
Are thy Brains perfect? Fun. Sound as Bells. 

Pet. Thy Back- Worm 
Quier, 55 caſt his Sting, Boy? 

Jun. Dead, Petillius, 
Dead to all Folly, and now my Anger = 

Pet. Why, that's well ſaid; hang Cipid and his Quiver, 
A drunken brawling Boy: Thy honour'd Saint 
Be thy ten Shillings, Junius; there's the Mony, (thee 
And there's the Ware: Square dealing: This but ſweats 
Like a Neth Nag, and makes thee look pin-buttock'd; 
The other runs thee whining up and down 
Like a Pig in a Storm, fills thy Brains full of Madneſs, 
And ſhews thee like a long Lent, thy brave Body 
Turn'd to a Tail of green Fiſh without Butter. 
Doc. Whenthoulov'ſtnext, love a good Cup of Wine, 
A Miſtreſs for a King, ſhe leaps to kiſs thee, 
Her Red and White's her own; ſhe makes good Blood, 
Takes none away: What ſhe heats Sleep canhelp, 
Without a groping Surgeon, i 

Jun. I am counſel'q, And 
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henceforth, when I doat again. 
* Take heed, ye had almoſt paid for't. 
Pet. Love no more great Ladies, 
Thou can'{t not ſtep amiis then; there's no delight in em: 
All's in the whiſtling of their ſnatchr up Silks, 
They're only made handſome View, not handling : 
Their Bodies of ſo weak and waſh a Temper, 
A rough-pac'd Bed will ſhake 'em all to Pieces: 
A tough Hen pulls their Teeth out, tires their Souls; 
Plena rimarum ſunt, they are full of Rinnet, 
And take the Skin off where they are taſted : Shun 'em, 
They live in Culiſſes like rotten Cocks 
Stew'd to a Tenderneſs, that holds no tack : 
Give me a thing I may cruſh. 
Jun. Thou ſpeak'ſt truly: 
The Wars ſhall be my Miſtreſs now. 
Pet. Well choſen, 
For ſhe's a bouncing Laſs, ſheIl kiſs thee at Night, Boy, 
And break thy Pate 1th' Morning. 
Jun. Yeſterday I found thoſe Favours infinite. 
Dem. Wench good enough, but that ſhe talks too 
Pet. She talks to th' Purpoſe, (loud. 
Which never Woman did yet: She'll hold grapling, 
And he that lays on beſt, is her beſt Servant: 
All other Loves are meer catching of Dotrels, 
Stretching of Legs out only, and trim Lazineſs. 
Here comes the General, 
Enter Suetonius, Curius, and Macer. 
Suet. I am glad I have found ye: 
Are thoſe come in yet that purſu'd bold Caratach? 
Pet, Not yet, Sir, for I think they mean to lodge him; 
Take him I know they dare not, twill be dangerous. 
Wet, Then haſte Perillius, haſte to Penius, 
fear the ſtrong Conceit of what Diſgrace 
Has pull'd upon himſelf, will be his Ruin: 
I fear his Soldiers Fury too; haſte preſently, 
| would not loſe him for all Britain. Give him, Petillius: 
Pet, That that ſhall choak him. . 
Suet. All the noble Counſel, 
His Fault forgiven too, his Place, his Honour. 
Pet. For me, I think, as handſome, + Suet 
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Suet. All the Comfort, 
And tell the Soldier, twas on our Command 
He drew not to the Battel. 
Fet. I conceive, Sir, and will do that ſhall cure all. 
duet. Bring him with ye 
Before the Queen's Fort, and his Forces with him 
There you ſhall find us following of our Conqueſt 
Make haſte. Per. The beſt I may. | Exit, 
Suet. And noble Gentlemen, 
Up to your Companies; we'll preſently 
Upon the Queen's Purſuit; there's nothing done 
Till ſhe be ſeiz d; without her nothing won. 
[ Exeunt. Short Flourifh, 


. 


| Enter Caratach and Hengo. 
Car. How does my Boy? 
. Hengo. 1 would do well, my Heart's well; 
I do not fear. Car. My good Boy. 
Hengo. I know, Uncle, 
We muſt all dye; my little Brother dy'd, 
I ſaw him dye, and he dy'd ſmiling ; ſure 
There's no great pain in't, Uncle, But pray tell me, 
Whither muſt we go when we arc dead? 
Car. Strange queſtions! 
Why, to the bleſſed'ſt place, Boy; ever Sweetneſs 
And Happineſs dwells there. Hen. Will you come to mc? 
Car. Yes, my ſweet Boy. 
Hengo. Mine Aunt too, and my Couſins? 
Car. All, my good Child. 
Hengo. No Romans, Uncle. Car. No, Boy. 
Hengo. I ſhould be loath to meet them there. 
Car. No ill Men, 
That live by Violence, and ſtrong Oppreſſion, 
Come thither: 'tis for thoſe the Gods love, good Men. 
, Hengo. Why then I care not when I go, for ſurely 
I am perſwaded they love me: I never 
Blaſphem'd 'em, Uncle, nor tranſgreſs'd my Parents; 
I always faid my Prayers. Car. Thou ſhalt go then, 
Indeed thou ſhalt. Hengo, When they pleaſe. 8 
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Car. That's my good Boy. Art thou not weary, Hengo? 
Hengo. Weary, Uncle? : 

I have heard you ſay you have march'd all day in Armour. 
Car. I have, Boy- f 
Hengo. Am not I your Kinſman ? Car. Ves. 

Hengo. And am not I as fully allied unto you 

In thoſe brave things, as Blood? 

Car. Thou art too tender. (me. 
Hengo. Togo upon my Legs? they were made to bear 
can play twenty Mile a Day, I ſee no reaſon, 

But to preſerve my Country and my ſelf, 

I ſhould march forty. Car. What wouldſt thou be, 

Living to wear a Man's ſtrength? Hengo. Why a Caratach, 

A Roman-hater, a Scourge ſent from Heavin | Drum. 

Towhip theſe proud Thieves from our Kingdom. Hark, 

Hark, Uncle, hark, I hear a Drum. 

Enter Judas and his People to the Door. 
Jud. Beat ſoftly, 

Softly, 1 ſay; they are here: who dare charge? 
Hyd. He | 

That dares be knock'd o'th* Head: I'll not come near him, 
Jud. Retire again, and watch then. How he ſtares! 

H'as Eyes would kill a Dragon: Mark the Boy well; 

If we could take or kill him. A——on ye, 

How fierce ye look? ſee how he broods the Boy; 

The Devil dwells in Scabbard. Back, I fay, 

Apace, apace, Was found us. [ They retire. 
Car. Do ye hunt us? 5 
Hengo. Uncle, good Uncle ſee, the thin ſtarv'd Raſcal, 

The eating Roman, ſee where he thrids the Thickers - 

Kill him, dear Uncle, kill him; one good blow 

To knock his Brains into his Breech: ſtrike's Head off, 

That I may piſs in's Face. Car. Do ye make us Foxes ? 

Here, hold my Charging-ſtaff, and keep the place, Boy. 

Lam at Bay, and like a Bull I'll bear me. 

Stand, ſtand, ye Rogues, ye Squirrels. [ Exit. 
Hengo. Now he pays em; O that I had a Man's ſtrength. 

Enter Judas, &c. 
Jud. Here's the Boy; mine own, Ithank my Fortune. 
He ngo. Uncle, Uncle, Famine is faln upon me, Uncle. 


25 Jud. 
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Jud. Come, Sir, 
Yield willingly, your Uncle's out of hearing, 
PU tickle your young Tail elſe. Hengo. I defie the 
Thou mock-made Man of Mar; charge home Sund: 
Hang thee, baſe Slave, thou ſhak'ſt. ; 
Jud. Upon my Conſcience 
The Boy will beat me; how it looks, how bravely 
How confident the Worm is, a ſcab'd Boy ; 
Toh me thus? yield, or I cut thy Head off 
Hengo. Thou dar ſt not cut my Finger, hereꝰ tis, touch it. 
Jud. The Boy ſpeaks Sword and Buckler ; prithee yield, 
Come, here's an Apple, yield. (Boy; 
Hengo. By——he fears me. 
Tl give you ſharper Language: When, ye Coward, 
When come ye up? Fud. If he ſhould beat me— 
Hengo. When, Sir? 
I long to kill thee; come, thou canſt not ſcape me: 
I have twenty ways to charge thee; twenty deaths 
Attend my bloody Staff. 
Fud. Sure tis the Devil, a Dwarf, Devil in a Doublet. 
Hengo. Thave kill'd a Captain, Sirrah, a brave Captain, 
And whenl have done, I have kick'd him thus. Look here, 
See how I charge this Staff. 
Fud. Moſt certain this Boy will cut my Throat yer. 
Enter two Soldiers running. 
1 Sold, Flee, flee, he kills us. 
2 Sold. He comes, he comes. 
Jud. The Devil take the hindmoſt. (Rogues. 
Hengo. Run,run,ye Rogues,ye precious Rogues,ye rank 
A comes, a comes, a comes, a comes: that's he, Boys. 
What a brave cry they make? 
Enter Caratach with a Head. 
Car. How does my Chicken? INE 
Hengo. Faith, Uncle, growna Soldier, a great Soldier; 
For by the virtue of your Charging: ſtaff, 
And a ſtrange fighting Face I put upon t, 
I have out- brav d Hunger. 
Car. That's my Boy, my ſweet Boy. 
Here, here's a Romans Head for thee. 
Hengo. Good Proviſion. 
Before I ſtarve, my ſweet fac'd Gentleman, 
II try your favour. 
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Car. A right compleat Soldier. | 
Come, Chicken, let's 85 ſeek ſome place of Strength 
{The Country's full of Scouts) to reſt a while in, 

Thou wilt not elſe be able to endure 
The Journey to my Country; Fruits, and Water, 
Muſt be your Food a while, Boy. Hengo. Any thing; 
| can eat Moſs, I can live on Anger, 
To vex theſe Romans, Let's be wary, Uncle. 
Car. I warrant thee; come cheartully. 
Hengo. And boldy. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Penius, Druſus, and Regulus, 
Reg. The Soldier ſhall not grieve ye. 
Pen, Pray ye forſake me; 
Look not upon me, as ye love your Honours : 
I am ſo cold a Coward, my infection 
Will choak your Virtues like a damp elſe. 
Dru. Dear Captain. Reg. Moſt honour'd Sir. 
Pen. Moſt hated, moſt abhor'd ; 
Say ſo, and then ye know me, nay, ye pleaſe me. 
O my dear Credit, my dear Credit. 
Reg. Sure his Mind is dangerous. 
Dru. The good Gods cure it. (breaches, 
Pen, My Honour got thorow fire, thorow ſtubborn 
Thorow Battels that have been as hard to win as Heav'n, 
Thorow Death himſelf, in all his horrid trims, 
Is gone for ever, ever, ever, Gentlemen, 
And now I am left to ſcornful Tales and Laughters, 
To hootings at, pointing with Fingers, That's he, 
That's the brave Gentleman forſook the Battel, 
The moſt wiſe Penius, the diſputing Coward. | 
O my good Sword, break from my ſide, and kill me; 
Cut out the Coward from my Heart. Reg. Ye are none. 
Pen. He lies that ſays ſo: by———he lics, lies baſely, 
Baſer than I have done. Come, Soldiers, ſeek me, 
| have rob d ye of your Virtues: Juſtice ſeek me, 
| have broke my fa r Obedience, loſt ; Shame take me, 
ake me, and ſwallow me, make Ballads of me; 


Shame, endleſs Shame; and pray do you forſake we. 
FH. 
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Dru. What ſhall we do? | 
Pen. Good Gentlemen forſake me: 
You were not wont to be commanded. Friends, pray do it 
And do not fer; for as I am a Coward ; 
I will not hurt my ſelf: when that Mind takes me, 
I' call to you, and ask your help. I dare not. 
; | Enter Petillius. 
Pet. Good morrow, Gentlemen; where's the Tribune? 
Reg. There. Dru. Whence come ye, good Pelillius? 
Pet. From the General. | 
Dru. With what, for Heav'ns ſake ? (him, 
Pet. With good Counſel Druſus, and love, to comfort 
Dru. Good Regulus ſtep to the Soldier, and allay his 
For he is wild as Winter. (Anger; 
| [Exeunt Druſus and Regulus, 
Pet. O, are ye there? have at ye. Sure he's dead, 
It cannot be he dare out-live this Fortune: 
He muſt die, tis moſt neceſſiry; Men expect it, 
And thought of life in him, goes bez ond Coward. 
Forſake the Field ſo baſely ? fie upon't: 
So poorly to betray his Worth, ſo coldly 
To cur all credir from the Soldier? ſure 
If this Man mean to live, as I ſhould think it 
Beyond belief, he muſt retire where never 
The Name of Rowe, the voice of Arms, or Honour 
Was known or heard of yet: he's certain dead, 
Or ſtrongly means it; he's no Soldier elſe, 
No Roman in him ; all he has done, bur outſide, 
Fought either drunk or deſperate. Now he riſes. 
How does Lord Penius? Pen. As ye ſee. 
Pet. Tam glad on't, continue ſo (till. The Lord General, 
The valiant General, great Suetonits ——— 
pen. No more of me is ſpoken, my Name's periſh'd, 
Per. He that commanded Fortune and the Day 
By his own Valour and Diſcretion, 
When, as ſome ſay, Penius refuſed to come, 
Bur | believe *em not, ſent me to ſee ye. 
Pen. Ve are welcome; and pray ſee me, ſee me well; 
Ye ſhall not ſee me long. | 
Pet. I hope ſo, Penius; the Gods defend, Sir. 
Pen Sec me, and underſtand me: 'T his is he Leit 
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Leſt to fill up your Triumph; he that baſely 
Whiſtled his Honour off to th' Wind, that coldly 
Shrunk in his Politick Head, when Rome like Reapers 
Sweat Blood, and Spirit, for a glorious Harveſt, 
And bound it up, and brought it off: that F ool, 
That having Gold and Copper offer'd him, 
Refus'd the Wealth, and took the Waſte; that Soldier 
That being courted by loud Fame and Fortune, 
Labour in one Hand, that propounds us Gods, 
And in the other, Glory that creates us, 
Yet durſt doubt and be damned, 
Pet. It was an error. 
Pen. A foul one, and a black one. 
Pet, Yet the blackeſt may be waſht white again. 
Pen. Never. Pet. Your leave, Sir, 
And I beſeech ye note me, for I love ye, 
And bring all comfort: Are we Gods, 
Allied ro no Infirmities? are our Natures 
More than Mens Natures? When we {lip a little 
Our of the way of Virtue, are we loſt ? 
Is there no Medicine called ſweet Mercy ? 
Pen. None, Petillius; : 
There 1s no Mercy in Mankind can reach me, 
Nor is it fit it ſhould; I have ſin'd beyond it. 
Pet. Forgiveneſs meets with all faults. 
Pen, *Tis all faults, 
All fins I can commit, to be forgiven: 
'Tis loſs of whole Man in me, my Diſcretion 
To be ſo ſtupid, to arrive at Pardon. 
Pet. O but rhe General — 
Pen. He's a brave Gentleman, 
A valiant, and a loving; and I dare ſay 
He would, as far as Honour durſt direct him, 
Make even with my Fault, but 'tis not honeſt, 
Nor in his power: Examples that may nourith 
Neglect and Diſobedience in whole Bodies, 
And totter the Eſtates and Faiths of Armies, 
Muſt not be plaid withal; nor out of pity 


Make a General forget his Duty; 
You IV;” Qq "oy 
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Nor dare I hope more from him than is worthy, 
Pet. What would ye do? Pen. Dye. 
Pet. So would ſullen Children, 
Women that want their Wills, Slaves, Diſobedicnt, 
That fear the Law, die. Fie, great Captain; you 
A Man to rule Men, to have thouſand lives 
Under your Regiment, and let your Paſſion 
Betray your Reaſon? 1 bring you all forgiveneſs, 
The nobleſt kind Comments, your Place, your Honour, 
Pen. Prithee no more; 'tis fooliſh. Didſt not thou, 
By thou didſt, I over-heard thee, there, 
There where thou ſtand'ſt now, deliver me for Raſcal, 
Poor, dead, cold Coward, miſerable, wretched, 
If 1 oat-liv'd this ruin? Pet. 1? 
Pen. And thou didſt it nobly, 
Like a true Man, a Soldier, and I thank thee. 
I thank thee, good Petillius, thus I thank thee, 
Pet. Since ye are ſo juſtly made up, let me tell ye, 
*Fis fit ye dye indeed. Pen. O how thou lov'ſt me! 
Pez. For ſay he had forgiven ye, ſay the Peoples whiſpers 
Were tame again, the time run out for wonder, 
What muſt your own Command think, from whoſe Swor:.'s 
Ye have taken off the edges, fiom whoſe Valours 
The Due and Recompence of Arms; nay, made it doubtful 
Whether they knew Obedience? mult not theſe kill ye? 
Say they are won to pardon ye, by meer miracle 
Brought to forgive ye; what old valiant Soldier, 
What Man that loves to fight, and fight for Rome, 
Will ever follow you more ? Dare ye know theſe ventures? 
If ſo, I bring ye comfort; dare ye take it? 
Pen. No, no, Petillius, no. 
Per. If your Mind ſerve ye, 
Ye may live ſtill, but how? yet pardon me, 
You may out-wear all too, but when? and certain 
There is a Mercy for each fault, it tamely 
A Man will take't upon conditions. | 
Fen. No, by no means: I am only thinking now, dir, 
(For I am reſolved to go) of a moſt baſe death, 
Fitting the bafeneſs of my Fault. I'll hang. * 


Pet. Ve ſhall not; y'are a Gentleman I honour, 
] wouldelſe flatter ye, and force ye live, 
Whi-k is far baſer. Hanging? tis a Dog's Death, 
An end fer Slaves. Per. The fitter for my Baſeneſs. 
per. Beſides, the Man that's hang'd, preaches his end, 
And fits a Sign for all the World to gape at. 
Pen. That's true: I'll take a fitter; Poiſon. 
Pet. No, tis equal il]; the death of Rats and Women, 
Lovers, and lazy Boys, that fear Correction; 
Die like a Man. Pen. Why my Sword then. 
Pet. Ay, if your Sword be ſharp, Sir, 
There's nothing under Heav'n that's like your Sword; 
Your Sword's a Death indeed. Pen. It ſhall be ſharp, Sir. 
Pet. Why Mithridates was an arrant Aſs 
To dye by Poiſon, if all Boſphorrs 
Could lend him Swords: your Sword muſt do the deed: 
'Tis ſhame to dye choak*d, fame to dye and bleed. 
Pen. Thou hiſt confirm'd me; and, my good Letillius, 
Tell me no more I may live. 
Pet. Twas my Commiſſion; 
But now I ſee ye in a nobler way, 
A way to make all even. Pen. Farewel, Captain: 
Be a good Man, and fight well; be obedient; 
Command thy ſelf, and then thy Men. W hy ſhakeſt thou? 
Pet. I do not, Sir. Pen. I would thou hadit, Petiilius: 
| would find ſomething to forſake the World with 
Worthy the Man that dies: a kind of Earth- quake 
Through all ſtern Valours but minc own. 
Per, I feel now a kind of trembling in me. 
Pen. Keep it ſtill, as thou lov'ſt Virtue, ke: pit. 
Per. And brave Captain, the great and honoured Penius. 
Pen. That again: O how it heightens me lagain, Peri. lius, 
Pet. Moſt excellent Commander. 
Pen. Thoſe were mine, mine, only mine. 
Per. They are ſtill. Pen Then to keep *em 
For ever falling more, have at ye, Heavens, 
Ve exerlaſting Powers, 1 am yours: The work's done, 
| [Kills bimſcif. 
That neither F ire, nor Age, nor melting Envy 
alleverconquer. Carry my laſt Words 
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To the great General: kiſs his Hands, and ſay, 
My Soul I give to Heav'n, my Fault to Juſtice 
W hich I have done upon my ſelf; my Virtue, 
If ever there was any in poor Penis, | 
Made more, and happier, light on him. I faint, 
And where there is a Foe, I wiſh him Fortune. 
die: lye lightly on my Aſhes, gentle Earth. 
Pet. And on my Sin. Farewel, great Penius. 


| [ Noiſe within, 
The Soldier is in fury; now I am glad 
*T'is done before he comes. This way for me, 
The way of toil; for thee, the way of Honour. [ Exit, 
Enter Druſus and Regulus with Soldiers. 

Sold. Kill him, kill him, kill him. 

Dru, What will ye do? 

Reg. Good Soldiers, honeſt Soldiers. 

$01d. Kill him, kill him, kill him. 

Dru. Kill us firſt, we command too. 

Reg. Valiant Soldiers, 

Conſider but whoſe life ye ſeek, O Druſus, 

Bid him be gone, he dies elſe. Shall Rowe ſay, 
Ye molt approved Soldiers, her dear Children 
Devoured the Fathers of the Fights? ſhall Rage 
And ſtubborn Fury guide thoſe Swords to fl wghter, 
To ſlaughter of their own, to Civil Ruin? 

Dru. O let 'em in; all's done, all's ended, Regulus, 
Penius has found his laſt Eclipſe. Come, Soldiers, 
Come, and behoid your Miſeries; come bravely, 
Full of your mutinous and bloody Angers, 

And here beſtow your Darts. O only Roman, 
O Father of th: Wars. 

Reg. Why ſtand ye ſtupid? 
Where be your killing Furies? whoſe Sword now 
Shall firſt be ſheath'd in Penius? Do ye weep? 
Howl our, ye Wretches, ye have cauſe; howl ever. 
W ho ſhall now lead ye fortunate? whoſe Valour 
Preſerve ye to the Glory of your Country? 
W ho ſhall march out before ye, coy'd and courted 
By all the Miſtreſſes of War, Care, Counſel, 


Quick-cy'd Experience, and Victory twin'd to 2 
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Who ſhall beget ye deeds beyond inheritance 


To ſpeak your Names, and keep your Honours living, 
When Children fail, and Time that takes all with him, 
Build Houſes for ye to Oblivion? 

Dru. O ye poor deſperate Fools: no more now, Soldiers; 
Go home, and hang your Aims up; let Ruſt rot 'em; 
And humble your ſtern Valours to ſoft Prayers; 

For ye have funk the Frame of all your Virtues ; 
The Sun that warm'd your Bloods is ſet for ever; 
I'll kiſs thy honour'd Check. Farewel, great Pening, 
Thou Thunder-bolt, farewel. Take up the Body: 
To Morrow Morning to the Camp convey it, 
There to receive due Ceremonies. T hat Eye 
That blinds himſelf with weeping, gets molt glory. 
[ Exeunt with à dead March. 


SCENE IV: 


Enter Suetonius, Junius, Decius, Demetrius, Curius, aud 
S$ldiers.: Bonduca, two Daughters, and Nennius abvue, 
Drum and Colours. 

Suet. Bring up the Catapults and ſhake the Wall, 

We will not be out-brav'd thus. 

Nen. Shake the Earth, 

Ye cannot ſhake our Souls. Bring up your Rams, 

And with their armed Heads, make the Fort totter; 

Ye do but rock us into Death. Exit Nen. 
Jun. See, Sir, 

Se the Icenian Queen in all her Glory 

From the ſtrong Battlements proudly appearing, 

As if ſhe meant to give us laſhes. Dec. Yield, Qucen. 
Bond. I am unacquainted with that Language, Rnan. 
Ser. Yield, honour'd Lady, and expect our Mercy, 

Exit Decius. 
We love thy nobleneſs. 

Bond. I thank ye, ye ſay well; 

But Mercy and Love are lins in Rome and Hell. 

Set, Ve cannot ſcape our ſtrength, ve muſt yield, Lady, 

Ye muſt adore and fear the Power of Rowe. 

Bond. If Rome be earthly, why ſhouid any Knee 

With bending Adoration worſhip her? | 
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She's vitious; and your partial ſ{clyes confeſs, 
Aſpires the height of all Impiety 

Therefore *tis fitter I ſhould reverence 

The thatched Houſes where the Britains dwell 
In careleſs Mirth, where the bleit Houſhold Gods 
Sce nought bur chaſte and ſimple Purity. 

Tis not high Power that makcs a Place Divine, 
Nor that the Men from Gods derive ther Line 
But ſacred "Thoughts in holy Boſoms ſtor'd, 
Make People noble, and the Place ador d. 


Set, Beat the Wall decper. (Thought, 
Bond. Beat it to the Center, we will not fink one 
Suet. I'll make ye. Bond. No. (gently 


2 Daugb. O Mother, theſe are fearfal Hours: Spcak 
Enter Petillius. 
To theſe fierce Men, they will afford ye Pity. 

Bond. Pity ? Thou tcariui Girl; 'tis for thoſe Wretches 
That Miſery makes tame. Wouldſt thou live leſs? 
Waſt not thou horn a Princeſs ? Can my Flood, 

And thy brave Father's Spirit, ſuffer in thee 
So baſe a ſeparation from thy ſelf, 
As mercy from theſe Tyrants? Thou lov'ſt Luſt ſure, 
And long' ſt to proſtitute thy Youth and Heauty 
To common Slaves for Bread. Say they had mercy 
The Devil a relenting Conſcicnce: 
The lives of Kings reſt in their Diadems, 
Which to their Bodies lively Souls do give, 
And ceaſing to be Kings, they ccaſe to live. 
Show fuch another fear, and — 
I'll fling thee to their Fury. Suet. He is dead then? 
Pet. I think fo certainly; yet all my means, Sir, 
Even to the hazard of my Lite — 
duet. No more: We mutt not ſeem to mourn here. 
Euter Decius. | 
Dec. There's aBreach made, is it your v il we charge Sir? 
Set. Once more Mercy, Mercy to all that yield. 
Hand. I ſcorn to anſwer 3 © ER, . 
Spcak to him Girl, and hear thy Siſter. 
t Dawugh. Gen: ral, 3 
Hear me, and mark me well, and look up me 
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Directly in my Face, my Woman' Face, 
Whole only Beauty is the hate it bears ye; 
See with thy narroweſt Eyes, thy ſharpeſt Wiſhes, 
Into my Soul, and ſee what there inhabits z 
See if one Fear, one ſhadow of a Terror, 
One Paleneſs dare appear but from my Anger, 
To lay hold on your Mercies. No, ye Fools, 
Poor Fortune's Fools, we were not born for Triumphs, 
To follow your gay Sports, and fill your Slaves 
With Hoots and Acclamations. Pet. Brave behaviour. 
1 Daugh. The Children of as great as Rome, as Noble, 
Our Names before her, and our Deeds her Envy 
Muſt we gild o'er your Conqueſt, make your State, 
That is not fairly ſtrong, but fortunate ? 
No, no, ye Romans, we have ways to ſcape ye, 
To make ye poor again, indeed our Priſoners, 
And ſtick our Triumphs full. 
Pet. Sdeath, I thall love her. 
1 Daugh. To torture ye with ſuffering, like our Slaves; 
To make ye curſe our Patience, with the World 
Were loſt again, to win us only, and eſtecm 
The end of all Ambitions. 
Bond. Do ye wonder ? 
We'll make our Monuments in ſpite of Fortune, 
In ſpite of all your Eagles wings: We'll work 
A p tch above ye; and from our height we'll ſtoop 
As fearleſs of your bloody Soars, and Fortunate, 
As 1: we prey'd on heartleſs Doves. 
Suet. Strange ſti ffneſs. 
Decius, go charge the Breach. [ Exit Decius. 
Bind. Charge it home, Roman, 
We ſhall deceive thee elſe. Where's Nennius? 
Enter Nennius. 
Nen. They have made a mighty Breach. 


Bond. Stick in thy Body, 


And make it good but half an Hour. \ 
Nen. L' doit. 1 Daugb. And then be ſure to die. 
Nen. It ſh:ll go hard elſe. 

Bond. Farewel with all my Heart, we ſhall meet yonder, 

Where fey of theſe muſt come. 


Qq 4 Nn. 
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Nen. Gods take thee, Lady. [Exit Nennius, 
Bon. Bring up the Swords, and Poiſon. 
Enter one with Swords, and à great Cup. 
2 Daugb. O my Fortune! Bond. How, how, yeW hore? 
2 Daugh. Good Mother, nothing to offend ye. 
Bond. Here, Wench : Behold us, Romans. 
duet. Mercy yet. Bond. No talking - 
Puff, there goes all your Pity. Come, ſhort Prayers, 
And let's diſpatch the Buſineſs; you begin, 
Shrink not, VII ſee ye do't. 
2 Daugh. O gentle Mother, 
O Romans, O my Heart; I dare nor. 
Suet. Woman, Woman, unnatural Woman. 
2 Daugb. O perſwade her, Romane: 
Alas, I am young, and would live. Noble Mother, 
Can ye kill that ye gave Life? Are my Yeas 
Fit for Deſtruction ? 
Stet, Yield, and be a Queen ſtill, 
A Mother and a Friend. 
Bond. Ve talk; come, hold it, and put it home. 
1 Daugh, Fie, Siſter, fic, what would you live to be? 
Bond. A Whore ſtill. 2 Daugh. Mercy. 
duet. Hear her, thou wretched Woman. 
2 Daugh. Mercy, Mother. 
O whither will you ſend me? I was once 
Your Darling, your Delight. 
Bond. O Gods, Fear in my Family? Do it, and nobly. 
2 Daugh. O do not frown then. 
1 Daugh. Do it, worthy Sifter 
*T is nothing, tis a Pleaſure; we'll go with ye. 
2 Daugh. Oh if I knew but whither. 
1 Daugh. To the bleſſed, where we ſhall meet our 
Suet. Woman. Bond. Talk not. ( Father. 
t Daugb. Where nothing but true Joy is. (cloſe to thee. 
Bond That's a good Wench, mine own ſweet Girl; put it 
2 Daugb. Oh comfort me ſtill for Heav'ns ſake. 
I Daugh. Where eternal 
Our Youths are, and our Beauties; where no Wars come, 
Nor luſtful Slaves to raviſh us. 


2 Daugh. That ſtecls me; a long farewel to this World. 
S Bond. 


Bond. Good, V1I1 help thee. 


1 Daugh. The next is mine. 
Shew me a Roman Lady in all your Stories, 
Dare do this for her Honour; they are Cowards, 
Eat Coals like compell'd Cats: Your great Saint, Lucrece, 
Dy'd not for Honour; Tarquin topt her well, 
And mad ſhe could not hold him, bled. 
Pet. By 
lam in Love, I would give an hundred Pound now 
But to lie with this Woman's Behaviour. Oh the Devil. 
1 Daugb. Ye (hall ſee me Example: All your Rome, 
If 1 were proud and lov'd Ambition; 
If I were Luſtful, all your ways of Plcaſure; 
If I were greedy, all the Wealth ye Conquer 
Bond Make haſte. 
1 Daugh. I will. - Could nor intice to live 
But two ſhort hours this Frailty. Would ye learn 
How to die bravely, Romans, to fling off 
This caſe of Fleſh, loſe all your cares for ever? 
Live as we have done, well, and fear the Gods, 
Hunt Honour, and not Nations with your Swords, 
Keek your Minds humble, your Devotions high; 
So ſhall ye learn the nobleſt part, to die. Dies. 
Bond. I come, Wench to ye all Fates Hangmen, you 
That cafe the aged Deſtinies, and cut 
The threads of Kingdoms, as they draw em; here, 
Here's the draught would ask no leſs than Ceſar 
To pledge it for the glories ſake. 
Cur. Great Lady. Stet. Make up your own Conditions. 
Bond. So we will. Smet. Stay. Dem. Stay. 
Suet. Be anything. Bond. A Saint, Suetonius, 
When thou ſhalt fear, and die like a Slave. Ye Fools, 
Ye thould have tied up Death firſt, when ye conquer'd, 
Ye ſweat for us in vain elſe: See him here, 
He's ours ſtill, and our Friend; laughs at your Pities; 
And we command him with as caſic Reins | 
As do our Enemies. I feel the Poiſon. 
Poor vanquiſh'd Romans, with what matchleſs Tortures 
Could I now Rack ye? Burl pity ye, 
Deſirng to die quiet: Nay, ſo much 
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I hate to proſecute my Victory, 
That I will give ye Counſel cer I die. 
If you will keep your Laws and Empire whole, 
Place in your Romans Fleſh a Britain Soul. Dies. 
Enter Decius. 
Suet. Deſperate and ſtrange. 
Dec. Lis won, Sir, and the Britains all put to th' Sword. 
Snet. Give her fair Funeral; 
She was truly noble, and a Queen. 
Pet. Take it, 
A Love- mange grown upon me? What, a Spirit ? 
Fun, 1 am glad of this, I have found ye. 
Per. In my Belly, O how it tumbles? 
Jun. Ye good Gods, I thank ye. { Exennt, 


Aer SCENE I 


Enter Caratach upon a Rock, and Hengo by him Sleeping. 


Car. Fry we afflicted Britains climb for ſafetics, 
And to avoid our Dangers, ſeck Deſtructions 
Thus we awake to Sorrows. O thou Woman, 
Thou Agent for Adverſities, what Curſes 
This day belong to thy Improvidence? 
To Britain by thy means, what ſad Millions 
Of Widows weeping Eyes? The ſtrong Man's Valour 
Thou haſt betray'd to Fury, the Child's Fortune 
To fear, and want of Friends; whoſe Pietics 
Might wipe his Mournings off, and build his Sorrows 
A Houle of reſt by his bleſt Anceſtors : 
The Virgins thou halt rob'd of all their Wiſhes, 
Blaſted their blowing Hopes, turn'd their Songs, 
Their mirthful Marriage-ſongs to Funerals, 
The Land thou haſt left a Wilderneſs of Wretches. 
The Boy begins to ſtir ; thy ſafety made, 
Would my Soul were in Heay'n. | 
Hengo. O noble Uncle, | 
Look out, I Dream'd we were betray'd. $a 
A. ſoft dead March 15 
| Car. 
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car. No harm, Boy; | 
'Tis but thy emptineſs that breeds theſe Fancics: 
Thou ſhalt have Meat anon. 
Hengo. Alittle, Uncle, 
And 1 ſhall hold out bravely. What are thoſe? 
Look, Uncle, look, thoſe multitudes that march there? 
They come upon us ſtealing by. 
Car. | ſee em; and prethee be not fearful. 
Hengo. Now ye hate me, would I were Dead. 
Car. Thou know'ſt 1 love thee dearly. 
Hengo. Did I &er ſhrink yet, Uncle? Were Ia Man now, 
I ſhould be angry with ye. | 
Enter Druſus, Regulus, and Soldiers, with Penius's 
Herſe, Drums and Colours. 
Car. My ſwcet Chicken, 
Sec, they have reach'd us, and as it ſeems they bear 
Some Soldier's Body, by their ſolemn Geſtures, 
And ſad Solemnities; it well appears too 
To be of Eminence. Moſt worthy Soldiers, 
Let me intreat your Knowlege to inform me 
What noble Body that is which you bear 
With ſuch a ſad and ceremonious Grief, 
As if ye meant to woo the World and Nature 
To be in love with Death? Moſt honourable 
Excellent Romans, by your ancient Valours, 
As ye love Fame, reſolve me. 
Sold. Tis the Body 
Of the great Captain Penius, by himſelf 
Made cold and ſpiritleſs. 
Car. O ſtay, ye Romans, 
By che Religion which you owe thoſe Gods 
That lead ye on to Victories, by thoſe Glories 
Which made even Pride a Virtue in ye. 
Dru Stay: What's thy Will, Caratach? 
Car. Set down the Body, 
The Body of the nobleſt of al! Romans, 
As ye expect an Offering at your Gr.ves 
From your friends Sorrows, ſet it down a while, 
hat with your Grits an Enemy may mingle; 
A noble Enemy that loves a Soldicr, 
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And lend a tear to Virtue; even your Foes, 

Your wild Foes, as you call'd us, are yet ſtor'd 
With fair Affections, our Hearts freſh, our Spirits, 
Though ſometime ſtubborn, yet when Mrtue dies, 
Soft and relenting as a Virgin's Prayers, 

Oh ſet it down. Dru. Set down the Body, Soldiers. 
Car. Thou hallowed Relick, thou rich Diamond 
Cut with thine own Duſt; thou for whoſe wide Fame 
The World appears too narrow, Mans all Thoughts, 

Had they all Tongues, too ſilent; thus I bow 
To thy moſt honour'd Aſhes: Though an Enemy, 
Yet Friend to all thy Worth, Slcep peaceably; 
Happineſs crown thy Soul, and in thy Earth 
Some Lawrel fix his ſeat, there grow and flouriſh, 
And make thy Grave an er Triumph. 
Fare wel all glorious Wars, now thou art gone, 
And honeſt Arms adieu: All noble Battels, 
Maintain'd in thirſt of Honour, not of Blood, 
Farewel for ever. 
Hengo. Was this Roman, Uncle, ſo good a Man? 
Car. Thou never knew'ſt thy Father. 
Hengo. He dy'd before I was born. 
Car. This worthy Roman 
Was ſuch another piece of endleſs Honour, 
Such a brave Soul dwelt in him; their Proportions 
And Faces were not much unhke, Boy. Excellent Nature, 
See how it works into his Eyes, mine own Boy. 
Hengo. The multitudes of theſe Men, and their Fortunes, 
Could never make me fear yet; one Mans Goodneſs — 
Car. O now thou pleaſeſt me, weep ſtill, my Child, 
As if thou ſaw'ſt me Dead; with ſuch a flux 
Or flood of Sorrow; {till thou pleaſeſt me. 
And worthy Soldiers, pray receive theſe Pledges, 
Theſe hatchments of our Griefs, and grace us ſo much 
To place em on his Hearſe. Now if ye plcate, 
Bear off the noble Burden; raiſe his Pile 
High as Olympus, make Heav'n to wonder 
To fee a Star upon Earth out-ſhining theirs, 
And ever loved, ever living be 


Thy honoured and moſt ſacred Memory. 


De. 
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Dru. Thou haſt done honeſtly, good Caratacb, 
And when thou dieſt, a thouſand virtuous Romans 
Shall ſing thy Soul to Heav'n. Now march on, Soldiers. 
| Exeunt. A dead March. 
Car. Now dry thine Eyes, my Boy. 
Hengo. Are they all gone? 
I could have wept this hour yer. 
Car. Come, take cheer, 
And raiſe thy Spirit, Child; if but this day 
Thou canſt bear out thy faintneſs, the Night coming 
P11 faſhion our eſcape. 
Hengo. Pray fear not me; indeed I am very hearty. 
Car. Be ſo ſtill; 
His Miſchiefs leſſen, that controuls his ill. [ Exeunt- 


. 


Enter Petillius. 

Pet. What dol ail, 1'th' name of Heav'n ?I did but ſee her, 
And ſee her Die, ſhe ſtinks by this time ſtrongly, 
Abominably ſtinks: She was a Woman, 

A thing I never car'd for, but to die ſo, 

So confidently, bravely, ſtrongly ; Oh the Devil, 
I have the Bots; by——ſhe ſcorn'd us ſtrangely, 
All we could do, or durſt do; threatned us 
With ſuch a noble Anger, and ſo governed 
With ſuch a fiery Spirit ; the plain bots; 
A---upon the bots, the Love-bots; hang me, 
Hang me even out o'th' way, directly hang me. 
Oh penny Pipers, and moſt painful Penners 

Of bountiful new Ballads, what a ſubject, 

hat a ſweet ſubject for your filver — 

Je crept upon ye? 


Enter Junius. 
Jun. Here is he, have at him. [ Sings, 
e ſet the Sword unto her Breaſt, 
Great pity it was t6 ſee, 
Vat three drops of her Life-warm Blood, 
Run trickling down her Knee. 
A thou there, bonny Boy? And i'faith how doſt thou? 
et, Well, gramercy, how doſt thou? H'as found me, 
| Scented 
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Scented me out; the Shame the Devil ow'd me, 
H'as kept his Day with. And what News, Junius? 
Jun. It was an old Tale ten thouſand times told, 

Of a young Lady was rurn d into Mould, 
Her Life it was lovely, her Death it was bold. 

Per. A cruel Rogue, now h'as drawn, purſue it onme, 
He hunts me like a Devil. No more finging (Boy. 
Thou haſt got a Cold: Come, let's go drink ſome Sack, 

Jun. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Per. Why doſt thou laugh? 

What Mares Neſt haſt thou found? 

Jun. Ha, ha, ha. 
cannot laugh alone : Decius, Demetrius, 
Curius, oh my Sides, ha, ha, ha, 

The ſtrangeſt Jeſt. Per. Prethee no more. 

Fun. T he admirableſt fooling. 

Per. Thou art the prettieſt Fellow. Jun. Sirs. 

Pet. Why Junius, prethee away, ſweet Junius. 

Jun. Let me ſing then. 

Pet. Whoa, here's a ſtir now: Sing a Song o'ſix Pence 
By (it) pretheez-— on't, Junius. 

Jun. I muſt either ſing, or laugh. 

Pet. And what's your Reaſon ? | 

Fun. What's that to you? Per. And I muſt whiſtle 

Fun. Do fo. Oh, I hear 'em coming. 

Pet. I have a little Buſineſs. | 

Jun. Thou ſhalt not go, belieyeit ; what a Gentleman 
Of thy ſweet Converſation ? 

Pet. Captain Junius, | 
Sweet Captain, let me go with all Celerity; 
Things are not always one, and do not queſtion, 
Nor jeer, nor gybe: None of your doleful Ditties, 
Nor your ſweet Converſation; you will find then 
I may be anger'd. 

Jun. By no means, Petillius; 
Anger a Man that never knew Paſſion? 
Tis moſt impoſſible: A noble Captain, 


A wile and generous Gentleman? 


Pet. Tom Puppy, 
Leave this way to abuſe me: 1 have found ye, 
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ut for your Mother's ſake I will forgive ye. 
182 fubril Underitanding may — . 
As you think, ſome trim toy to make you merry; 
Some Straw to tickle ye, but do not truſt to't; 
Ware a young Man, and may do well; be ſober, 
Carry your ſelf diſcreetly. 
Enter Decius, Demetrius, and Curius. 

Jun, Yes forſooth. (merry; 

Dem. How does the brave Petillius? Fun, Monſtrous 
We two were talking what a kind of thing 
| was when I was in Love; what a {ſtrange Monſter 
For little Boys and Girls to wonder art ; 

How like a Fool I lookt. 

Dec. So they do all, 

Like great dull ſlavering Fcols. Jun. Petillius ſaw too. 

Pet. No more of this, 'tis ſcurvy; Peace. 

Jun. How naſtily, | 
Indeed, how beaſtly all I did became me? 

How l forgot to blow my Noſe ? there he ſtands, 
An honeſt, and a wiſe Man; if himſelf 
(I dare avouch it boldly, for I know it) 

Should find himſelf in Love Per. 1 am angry. 

Fun. Surely his wiſe ſelf would hang his beaſtly ſelf, 
His underſtanding-ſclf, ſo mawl his Aſs- ſelf 

Dec. He's bound to do it; for he knows the Follies, 
The Poverties, and Baſeneſs that belongs to't, 

Ha's read upon the Reformations long. 

Pet. He has ſo. Fun, *Tis true, and he muſt dott- 
Nor is fit indeed any ſuch Coward — 

Pet. Vou'll leave prating. 

Jun. Should dare come near the Regiments, eſpecially 
Thoſe curious Puppies (for believe there are ſuch) 
That only love Behaviours: Thoſe are Dog-Whelps, 
Dwindle away, becauſe a Woman dies well; 

Commit with Paſſions only; fornicate 
With the free Spirit A1 : You, Petillius, 
For you have long obſery'd the W orld. 

Pet. Doſt thou hear? | 
I'll beat thee damnably within theſe three Hours: 

Go pray; may be I'll kill thee; farewel Jack-Daws. Ex. 
| Dec. 


1 
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Dec. What a ſtrange thing he's grown ? 
Fun. I am glad he is ſo, 
And {ſtranger he ſhall be before I leave him. 
Cur, lot poſſible her meer Death Jun. 1 obſery'd 
And found him taken, infinitely taken (him 
With her Bravery ; I have follow'd him, 
And ſeen him kiſs his Sword fince, court his Scabbard, 
Call dying, dainty Deer; her brave Mind, Miltreſs; 
Caſting a thouſand ways, to give thoſe Forms, 
That he might lye with 'em, and get old Armours - 
He had got me oth*Hip once: It ſhall go hard, Friends, 
Bur he ſhall find-his own. Coin. Enter Macer. 
Dec. How now, Macer? Is Judas yet come in? 
Enter Judas, 
Mac. Yes, and has loſt moſt of his Men too. Here he 
Cur. What News? | | (is. 
Jud. J have lodg'd him; rouze him he that dares. 
Dem. Where, Judas? (him, 
Jud. On a ſteep Rock i'th' Woods, the Boy too with 
And there he ſwears he will keep his Chriſtmaſs, Gentle- 
But he will come away with ful Conditions, (men, 
Bravely, and like a Britain: He puid part of us. 
Vet I think we fought bravely : for mine own part, 
I was four ſeveral times at half Sword with him, 
Twice ſtood his Partizan; but the plain Truth is, 
He's a meer Devil, and no Man; i'th'end he ſwing'dus, 
And ſwing'd us ſoundly too; he fights by Witchcraft, 
Yer for all that I ſaw him lodg'd. 
Fun, Take more Men, 
And ſcout him round. Macer, march you along. 
What Victuals has he? 
Jud. Not a Piece of Bisket, | 
Not fo much as will ſtop a Tooth, nor Water 
More than they make themſelves: They lye 
Juſt like a Brace of Bear-Whelps, cloſe, and crafty, 
Sucking their Fingers for their Food. 
Dec. Cut off then 
All Hope of that way; take ſufficient Forces. 
Jun. But uſe no foul Play, on your Lives: that Man 
That docs him Miſchief by Deceit, III kill him. 


Hacer. 


Nen a3 
Macer. He ſhall have fair play, he deſerves it. 


Jud. Hark ye, 
What ſhould I do there then? You are brave Captains, 
Moſt valiant Men; go up your ſelves; uſe Virtue, 

See what will come on't; pray the Gentleman 

To come down, and be taken. Ye all know him, 

I think ye have felt him too : There ye ſhall find him, 
His Sword by his fide, Plums of a Pound Weightby him, 
Will make your Chops ake : You'll find ita more Labour 
To win him living, than climbing of a Crows-Neſt. 

Dec. Away, and compaſs him; we ſhall come u 
I am ſure within theſe two Hours. Watch him cloſe. 

Macer. He ſhall flee through the Air. if he eſcape us, 

[A ſad Miſe within. 

Jun. What's this loud Lamentation ? 

Macer. The dead Body | 
Of the great Penius is new come to the Camp, Sir. 

Dem. Dead! Macer. By himſelf, they ſay. 

Jun. I fear'd that Fortune. 

Cur. Peace guide him up to Heav'n. 

Jun. Away good Macer. [Exeunt Macer and Judas, 

Enter Suetonius, Dru us, Regulus, aud Pciill.us, 
Suet. If thou be'ſt guilty, 
Some ſullen Plague thou hat'ſt moſt light upon thee: 
The Regiment return on Junius, 
He well deſerves it. Per. So. 
Wet. Draw out three Companies, 
Yours Decius, Junius, and thou Perillius, 
And make up inſtantly to Caratach, | 
He's in the Wood before ye; we ſhall follow 
After due Ceremony done to the dead, 
The noble dead : Come let's go burn the Body. 
Exeunt all but Petillius. 

Pet. The Regiment given from me; diſgrac'd openly, 

In love too with a Trifle to abuſe me? 

A merry World, a fine World; ſerv'd ſeven Years 

To be an Afs o'both ſides, ſweet Petillius, (wile, Sir, 

You have brought your Hogs to a fine Market: Youre 

Your honourable Brain-Pan tull of Crotchers, 

An Underſtanding Gentleman; your Projects 
Rr 


Vo. IV. Caſt 
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Caſt with aſſurance ever: Wouldſt not thou now 

Be bang'd about the Pate, Perillins ? 

Anſwer to that, {ſweet Soldier; ſurely, ſurely, 

I think ye would; pull'd by the Noſe, kick'd; hang thee 
Thou art the arrant'ſt Raſcal: Truſt thy Wiſdom 
With any thing of Weight; the Wind with Feathers. 
Our ye blind Puppy; you command? You govern? 
Dig tor a Groat a Day, or ſerve a Swine-herd; 

Too noble for thy Nature too. I muſt up; 

But what I thall do there, let time diſcover. [ Exit, 


SCENE: II 


Enter Macer and Judas, with Meat and a Bottle 

Mac. Hang it o'th' fide o'th' Rock, as tho' the Brirains 

Stole hither to relieve him; who firſt ventures 
Jo fetch it off, is ours. | cannot ſee him. 

Fad, He lies cloſe in a Hole above, I know it, 
Gnawing upon his Anger: Ha? no 'tis not he. 

Meccer. * is but the ſhaking of the Boughs. 

Fud — Shake 'em, 

I am ſure they ſhake me ſoundly. There. 

Macer. *Tis nothing. 

Jud. Make no Noile; if he fiir, a deadly Tempeſt 
Of huge Stones fall upon us: *tis done: away. cloſe. | Exe. 

Enter Caratach. 

Car. Sleep ſtill,fleep ſweetly Child, tis all thoufeed'ſt on 
No gentle Britain near; no valiant Charity (lick, 
To bring thee Food? Poor Knave, thou art fick, extream 
Almoſt grown wild for Meat ; and yet thy Goodnels 
Will not confeſs, nor ſhew it. All the Woods 
Are double lin'd with Soldiers; no way left us 
To make a noble ſcape : Fl fir down by thee, 

And when thou wak'ſt, either get Meat to fave thee, 
Or loſe my Life i'th' Purchaſe, good Gods comfort thec. 
Enter Junius, Decius, Petillius, and Guide. 
Guide. Ve are not far off now, Sir. 

Jun. Draw the Companies (Wah. 
The cloſeſt way through the Woods; we'll keep on this 
Guide. I will, Sir; half a furlong more you'll come 
Within the ſight o* th Rock; keep on the left ſide, 


You li 
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You'll be diſcover'd elſe : I'll lodge your Companies 
In the wild Vines beyond ye. Dec. Do ye mark him? 
Fun. Yes, and am very ſorry for him. Per. Junius, 
Pray let me ſpeak two Words with you. 
Fun. Walk afore, PII overtake ye ſtraight. 
Dec. I will. Fun. Now, Captain. Exit Dec. 
Per. You have oft told me, you have lov'd me, 7:mns. 
Fun. Moſt ſure I told you Truth then. 
tet. And that Love 
Should not deny me any honeſt thing. 
Fun, It ſhall not. Pez. Dare ye {wear it? 
| have forgot all Paſſages between us 
That have been ill, forgiven too, forgot you. 
Jun. What would this Man have? By | do, Sir, 
So it be fit to grant ye. Pet. Tis moſt honeſt. 
Jun. Why, then TU do it. 
Pet. Kill me. Frm. How? 
Pet. Pray kill me. Jun. Kill ye? 
Pet, Ay, kill me quickly, ſuddenly, now kill me. 
Jun. On what Reaſon? ye amaze me. 
Pet. If you do love me, kill me, ask me not why : 
I would be killed, and by you. 
Jun. Mercy on me, what als this Man? Perilizus ! 
Pet. Pray ye diſpatch me, 
Ye are not (oe whilit I live: I am dangerous, 
Troubled extreamly, even to Miſchict, Junius, 
An Enemy to all good Men: Fear not, 'tis Juſtice; 
I ſhall kill you elſe. 
Jun, Tell me but the Cauſe, and I will do it. 
Jet. I am diſgrac'd, my Service 
Slighted, and unrewarded by the General; 
My Hopes left wild and naked; beſides theſe, 
I am grown ridiculous, an Aſs, a Folly 
dare not truſt my ſelf with; prithee kill me. 
Jun. All theſe may be redeem'd as eaſily 
As you would heal your Finger. Per. Nay 
Fun. Stay, l'Il do it, 
You ſhall not need your Anger Bur firſt, Perillius, 
You ſhall unarm your ſelf ; I dare not truſt 


A Man ſo bent to Miſchief. 
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Pet. There's my Sword, and do it handſomly, 
Jun Yes, I will kill ye, 
Bulieve that certain; but firſt VI1 lay before ye 
Ihe moſt extreme Fool ye have plaid in this, 
Th- Honour purpos'd for ye, the great Honour 
The General intended ye. Pet. How? 
Jun. And then I'll kill ye, 
Bec:uſe ye ſhall die miſerable. Know, Sir, 
The Regiment was given me, bur 'till time 
Call'd ye to do ſome worthy decd, might ſtop 
The Peoples ill thoughts of ye, for Lord Peuiuc, 
I mean his Death. How ſoon this time's come to ye, 
And hafted by Shetonins? Go, ſays he, 
Junius and Decius, and go thou Petillius, 
Diſtinctly, thou Perillius, and draw up, 
To take ſtout Caratach; there's the deed purpos'd, 
| A decd to take off all faults, of al: Natures: 
And thou Petillius; mark it, there's the Honour, 
And that done, all made even. Pet. Stay. 
Fun. No, I kill ye. 
He knew thee abſolute, and full in Soldier, 
| | Daring beyond all Dangers, found thee out 
Accorcing to the boldneſs of thy Spirit, 
A Subject, ſuch a Subject. | 
Fer. Hark ye, Junius, | will live now. 
Fun. By no means. Woo'd thy Worth, 
He'd thee by the Chin up, as thou ſunk'ſt, and ſhew'd thee 
How Honour held her Arms out: Come, make ready, 
Since ye will dic an Aſs. Per. Thou wilt nor kill mc? 
Jun. By=---but I will, Sir: I'll have no Man dangerous 
Live to deſtroy me afterward. Beſides, you have gotten 
Honour enough, let young Men riſe now. Nay, 
i do perceive too by the Genera], which is 
One main cauſe ye ſhall die, howe'er he carry it, 
Such a ſtrong doting on ye, that I fear 
You hall command in chief: how are we paid then? 
Come, if you will pray. diſpatch it. | 
Per. Is there no way? Jun. Not any way to live. 
Pet. I will do any thing, 


| Redeem my ſelf at any Pricc; good Funius, Let 
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Let me but die upon the Rock, but offer 
My Life up like a Soldier. 

Jun. Vou will ſeek then to out-do every Man. 

pet. Believe it, Junius, 

You ſhall go ſtroke by ſtroke with me. 
7un. You'll leave off too, 

As you are noble, and a Soldier, 

For ever theſe mad fancies. 

Pet. Dare ye truſt me? By all that's good and honeſt. 

Jun. There's your Sword then, 

And now come on a ne Man: Virtue guide thee. [Exe. 
Euter Caratach and 4 ah on the Rock. 

Car. Courage my Boy, I have found Meat: look, Heygy 
Look where ſome bleſſed Britain, to preſerve thee, 
Has hung a little Food and Drink : cheer up Boy, 
Do not forſake me now. 

Hengo. Oh Uncle, Uncle, 

I feel 1 cannot ſtay long; yet PII fetch it, 
To keep your noble Lite: Uncle, I am Heart-whole, 
And would live. Car. Thou ſhalt, long I hope. 
Hengo. But my Head, Uncle: 
Methinks the Rock goes round. 
Enter Macer and Judas. 

Macer. Mark em well, Judas. 

Jud. Peace, as you love your life. 

Hengo. Do not you hear the noiſe of Bells? 

Car. Of Bells, Boy? 'tis thy fancy, 

Alas, thy Body's full of Wind. 
Hengo. Methinks, Sir, 
They ring a ſtrange ſad knell, a preparation 
To ſome near Funeral of State; nay, weep not, 
Mine own ſweet Uncle, you will kill me ſooner. 

Car, Oh my poor Chicken. | 

Hengo. Fie, faint-hearted Uncle: 

Come, tie me in your Belt, and let me down. 

Car. VII go my ſelf, Boy. 

Hengo. No, as ve love me, Uncle; 

I will not eat it, if I do not fetch it; 
The danger only I deſire; pray rye me. 


» 


Car. Iwill, and all my care hang o'er thee : come, Child, 
My valiant Child, | Heng). 
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Hengo. Let me down apace, Uncle, 
And ye ſhall ſee how like a Daw I'll whip it 


From all their Policies: for 'tis moſt certain 


A Roman train; and ye muſt hold me ſure too, 

You'll ſpoil all elſe. When J have brought it, Uncle 

We'll beasmerry--- Car. Goi'th' name of Heav'n,Boy, 
Hengo. Quick, quick, Uncle, I have it. Oh | 


Car. What ail'ſt thou? [Judas ſhoors Hengo. 


Hengn. O my beſt Uncle, I am lain. 
Car. I ſee ye, and Heav'n direct my Hand: Deſtruction 
Caratach Fill. Judas with à ſtone from the Rock. 
Go with thy Coward Soul. How doſt thou, Boy? 
Oh Villain, pocky Villain. 
Hengo. Oh Uncle, Uncle, 
Oh how it pricks me; am I preſerv'd for this? 
Extremely pricks me. 
Car. Coward, raſcal Coward, Dogs eat thy fleſh. 
Hengo. Oh I bleed hard; I faint roo, out upon't, 
How fick am? the lean Rogue, Uncle. 
Car. Look Boy, I have laid him ſure enough. 
Heng). Have ye knock'd his Brains out? 
Car. ] warrant thee for ſtirring more: Cheer up, Child. 
_ Hengo. Hold my ſides hard, ſtop, ſtop, oh wretched For- 
Muſt we part thus? Still I grow ſicker, Uncle. (tune, 
Car. Hcav'n look upon this noble Child. 
Hengo. I once hop'd 
I ſhould have liv'd to have met theſe bloody Romans 
At my Sword's point, to have reveng'd my Father, 


To have beaten em; oh hold me hard. But Uncle 


Car. Thou ſhalt live (till I hope, Boy. Shall { draw it! 
Hengo. Ye draw away my Soul then, I would hve 
A little longer; ſpare me Heav'ns, but only | 
To thank you for your tender love. Good Uncle, 
Good noble Uncle weep not. 
Car. Oh my Chicken, my dear Boy, what ſhall [loſe? 
Hengo. Why, a Child, 
That muſt have died however; had this ſcap'd me, 
Feaver or Famine l was born to die, Sir. 
Car. But thus unblown, my Boy? 
Heugo. 1 go the ſtraighter 


My 
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My journey to the Gods: Sure I ſhall know ye 
W hen ye come, Uncle. Car. Yes, Boy. 
Heng. nd | hope 
We ſhall enjoy together that great Blefſednets 
You told me of. Car. Moſt certain, Child. 
Hengo. I grow cold, mine Eyes are going. 
Car. Lift'emup. Hengo. Pray for me; 
And noble Uncle, when my Bones are Aſhes, 
Think of your little Nephew. Mercy. 
Car. Mercy. You bleſſed Angels take him. 
Heng». Kiſs me: ſo. Farewel, farewel. [ Dtes. 
Car. Farewel the hopes of Britain, | 
Thou Royal Graft, farewel for ever. Time and Death, 
Ye have done your worſt. Fortune now ſee, now proudly 
Pluck off thy Vail, and view thy Triumph: Look, 
Look what thou haſt brought this Land to. Oh fair Flower, 
How lovely yet thy Ruins ſhow, how ſweetly 
Fven Death embraces thee! The peace of Heav'n, 
The fellowſhip of all great Souls be with thee. 
Enter Petillius and Junius on the Rock. 
Hah? Dare ye Romans? Ye ſhall win me bravely. 
Thou art mine. Jun. Not yet, Sir. [ Fight. 
Car. Breath ye, ye poor Romans, 
And come up all, with all your antient Valours, 
Like a rough Wind P11 ſhake your Souls, and ſend em- 
Enter Suetonius, and all the Roman Captains. 
duet. Yield thee, bold Caratach; by all 
As Jam Soldier, as I envy thee, 
I'll uſe thee like thy ſelf, the valiant Britain. 
Pet. Brave Soldier yield, thou ſtock of Arms and Honour, 
Thou filler of the World with Fame and Glory. (ners. 
Jun. Moſt worthy Man, we'll woo thee, be thy Priſo- 
Suet. Excellent Britain, do me but that Honour, 
That more to me than Conqueſts, that true Happineſs, 
To be my Friend. 
Car. Oh Rom ans, ſee what here is: Had this Boy liv'd---- 
Ser, For Fame's fake, for thy Sword's ſake, 
As thou deſireſt to build thy Virtues greater: 
By all that's excellent in Man, and honeſt ————. 


Car, I do believe; ye have had me a brave Foe 


Make 
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Make me a noble Friend, and from your Goodneſs, 
Give. this Boy honourable Earth to lye in. 


Suet. He ſhall have fitting Funeral. 
Car. I yield then; 


Not to your Blows, but your brave Courteſies. 
Pet. Thus we conduct then to the Arms of Peace 
The wonder of the World. 
Suet. Thus I embrace thee, [ Flouriſh, 
And let it be no Flittery that I tell thee, 
Thou art the only Soldier, 
Car. How to thank ye, 
I muſt hereafter find upon your Uſage. 
I am for Rome. 
Suet. Ye mult. 
Car. Then Rome ſhall know 
The Man that makes her ſpring of Glory grow. 
Suet. Petillius, you have ſhown much worth this day, 
redeem'd much Error, 
Ye have my Love again, preſerve it: Junius, 
With you I make him equal in the Regiment. 
Jun. The elder and the nobler; Pl give place, Sir. 
Suet. Ye ſhew a Friend's Soul. 
March on, and through the Camp in every Tongue, 
The Virtues of great Caratach be ſung. 


[ Exernt, 


The End of the Fourth Volume. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Here the Bee can ſu:k no Honey, ſhe 

leaves her Sting behind ; and where 
the Bear cannot find Origanum to heal tis 
grief, he blaſteth all other Leaves with his 
Breath. We fear it is like to fare ſo with us 
that ſeeing you cannot draw from our Labours 


ſweet Content, you leave behind you a ſour Mi 


like, and with open keproach blame our good 
Meaning, becauſe you cannot reap the wonted 
Mirth. Our Intent «was at this time to move 
inward Delight, not outward Lightneſs; and to 
breed (if it might be) ſoft ſmiling, not loud 
laughing; knowing it (to the wiſe) to be a great 
pleaſure, to hear Counlel mixed with Wit, as to 
the fooliſh to have Sport mingled with Rudeneſs. 
They were baniſhed the Theatre of Athens, and 
from Rome hiſſed, that brought Paraſites on the 
Stage with aprſh Attions, or Fools with uncivil 
Habits, or Conrtezans with immodeſt Words. We 
have endeavoured to be as far from unſeemly 
Speeches, to make your Ears glow, as we hope 
you will be ſree from unkind Reports, or miſta- 
king the Author's Intention (who newer aimed at 
a one particular in this Play,) to make our 
Cheeks bluſh. And thus I leave it, and thee 
to thin? own Cenſure, to like or diſlike. Vale. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


HE Prologue. 
Then a Citizen. 
The Citizen's Wife, and Ralph her Man, ſitting 
below amidſt the Spectators. 
A rich Merchant. 
Jaſper hes Apprentice. | 
Maſter Humphrey, 4 Friend to the Merchant. 
Luce, the Merchant's Daughter. 


Miſtreſs Merry-thought, Jaſper's Mother. 


Michael, a ſecond Son of Miſtreſs Merry-thought. 
Old Mr. Merry- thought. 


A Squire. 

A Dwarfe. 

A Tapſter. 

A Boy that danceth and fingeth. 
An Hoſe. | 
A Barber. 

Two Knights. 

A Captain. 

A Sergeant, 

Soldiers. 


Euter Prologue. 


FROM all that's near the Court, from all 
= that's great 
Within the compals of the City Walls, 
We now have brought our Scene. 
Enter Citizen. 
Cir. Hold your peace, good-man Boy. 

Pro. What do you mean, Sir? 

Cir. That you have no good meaning: Theſe ſeven 
years there hath been Plays at this Houſe, I have obſerved 
it, you have (till girds at Citizens; and now you call your 
Play, The London Merchant. Down with your Title, Boy, 
down with your Title. 

Pro. Are you a Member of the noble City? 

Cit. J am. 

Pro. And a Free-man? 

Cit. Yea, and a Grocer. 

Pro. So Grocer, then by your ſweet favour, we intend 
no abuſe to the City. | 
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Cit. No, Sir, 
Y ets Oils. 
If you were not reſolv'd to play the Jacks, 
What need you ſtudy for new Subjects, 
Purpoſely to abule your Betters? 
Why could not you be contented, 
As well as others, 
With the Legend of Mhittington, 
Or the Lite and Death of Sir Thomas Greſham? 
With the building of the Royal Exchange? 
Or the Story of Queen Elenor, 
With the rearing of London-bridge upon Woolſacks? 
Pro. You ſcem to be an underſtanding Man; 
What would you have us do, Sir? 
Cit, Why, 
Preſent ſomething notably 
In honour of the Commons of the City. 
Pro. W hy, 
W hat do you fay to the Life and Death of fat Drake, 
Or the repairing of Fleet Privies ? 
Cit. I do not like that, 
But I will have a Citizen, 
And he ſhall be of my own Trade. 
.. Fro, Oh, 
You ſhould have told us your mind 
A Month ſince, 
Our Play is ready to begin now. 
Cit. Tis all one for that, 
] will have a Grocer, . 
And he ſhall do admirable things. 
Pro. What will you have him do? 
Cit. Marry I will have him 
Wife. Husband, Husband. | 
[Wife below, Ralph below. 
Ralph. Peace, Miſtreſs. 
Wife. Hold thy peace, Ralph, 
I know what I do, 
J warrant ye. 
Husband, Husband. | 
(it. What ſay'ſt thou, Cony? 
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IVife. Let him kill a Lion with a Peſtle, Husband, 
Let him kill a Lion with a Peſtle. 
Cit. So he ſhall, 
PI] have him kill a Lion with a Peſtle. 
Hife. Husband, 
Shall I come up, Husband? 
"Cit. Ay, Cony. : 
Ralph, help your Miſtreſs this way : 
Pray Gentlemen make her a little room, 
| pray you, Sir, 
Lend me your Hand to help up my Wife; 
| thank you, Sir, 
80. 
Wife. By your leave Gentlemen all, 
'm ſomething troubleſome, 
I'm a Stranger here, 
I was ne'cr at one of theſe Plays, as they ſay, before; 
But ſhould have ſeen Fane Shore once, 
And my Husband 
Hath promiſed me any time this Twelvemonth, 
To carry me to the Bold Beauchams, 
But in truth he did not; 
| pray you bear with me. 
(it, Boy, 
Let my Wife and I have a couple of Stools, 
And then begin, 
And let the Grocer do rare things. 
Pro. But, Sir, 
We have never a Boy to play him, 
Every one hath a part already. Z 
IVife. Husband, Husband, 
For Gods ſake let Ralph play him, 
Beſhrew me if I do not think 
He will go beyond them all. 
Cit, Well remembred Wife, 
Come up Ralph; | 
I'll tell you Gentlemen, 
Let them but lend him a ſuit of Reparrel, 
And Neceſſaries, 
And by Gad, 
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If any of them all blow Wind in the Tail on him, 
l' be hang. ä 
Wife. I pray you Youth, 

Let him have a ſuit of Reparrel - 

I'll be ſworn, Gentlemen, | 

My Husband tells you true, 

He will act you ſomerimes at our Houſe, 

That all the Neighbours cry out on him: 

He will fetch you up a couraging Part ſo in the Garret, 
| That we are all as fear'd I warrant you, 
1 That we quake again: 
| Well fear our Children with him, 
1 If they be never fo unruly, 
| | Do but cry, | 
| 


Ralph comes, Ralph comes to them, 
And they'll be as quier as Lambs. 
Hold up thy Head Ralph, 
Shew the Gentlemen what thou canſt do, 
Speak a hufhng Part, 
I warrant you the Gentlemen will accept of it. 
t. Do Ralph, do. 
Ralph. By Heav'n | 
MMiethinks) it were an eaſie leap 
Io pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac'd Moon, 
Or dive into the bottom of the Sea, 
Where never fathome Line toucht any Ground, 
And pluck up drowned Honour 
From the lake of Hell, 
Cit. How ſay you Gentlemen, 
Is it not as I told you? 
Wife. Nay, Gentlemen, 
He hath plaid before, my Husband ſays, Muſidorus, 
Before the Wardens of our Company. 
Cit. Ay, and he ſhould have plaid Feronimo 
Wirth a Shoo-maker for a Wager. 
Pro. He ſhall have a ſuit of Apparel, 
If he will go in. | 
Cre. In Ralph, in Ralph, 
And ſet out the Grocers in their kind, 
If thou lov'ſt me. wi 
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Wife. I warrant our Ralph will look finely, 
When he's dreſt, 
Pro. But what will you have it call'd? 
Git, The Grocers Honour 
pro. Methinks, 
Methinks The Knight of the burning Peſtle were better. 
Wife. VII be {worn Husband, 
That's as good a Name as can be. 
Cit, Let it be ſo, begin, begin; 
My Wife and I will fir down. 
Pro. I pray you do. 
Cir. What ſtately Muſick have you? 
You have Shawns. 
Pro, Shawns? No. 
Cit. No? 
Pm a Thief if my Mind did not give me ſo. 
Ralph plays a ſtately Part, 
And he muſt needs have Shawns : 
I'll be at the charge of them my (elf, 
Rather than we'll be without them. 
Pro. So you are like to be. 
Cir, Why and fol will be, 
There's two Shillings, 
Let's have the Waits of Southwark, 
They are as rare Fellows as any are in England ; 
And that will fetch them all o'er the Water, with a Ven- 
As if they were mad. (geance, 
Pro. You ſhall have them: | 
Will you fit down then? 
Cit. Ay, come Wife. 
Wife. Sit you merry all Gentlemen, 
I'm bold to fit amongſt you for my eaſe. 
Pro. From all that's near the Court, 
From all that's great 
Within the compaſs of the City Walls, 
We now have brought our Scene: 
Fly far from hence 
All private Taxes, immodeſt Phraſes, 
Whate'er may but ſhew like vicious, 
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For wicked Mirth never true Pleaſure brings, 
Bur honeſt Minds are pleas'd with honeſt Things. 
Thus much for that we do: 
But for Ræ ps part 
You mult anſwer for your ſelf. 
Cit. Take you no care for Ralph, 
He'll diicharge himſelf, I warrant you. 
Wife. I'taith Gentlemen, 
I'll give my word for Ralph. 


n 


re l. 


Enter Merchant and Jaſper his Man. 


Merch. Irrah, Ill make you know you are my Prentice, 
; And whom my charitable love redeem'd 

Even from the fall of Fortune, gave thee heut 

Ard growth, to be what now thou art, new caſt thee, 

Adding the truſt of all I have at home, 

In foreign Staples, or upon the Sea, 

To thy direction, ty d the good Opinions 

Both of {elf and Friends to thy Endeavours, 

So fair were thy Beginnings: But with theſe, 

As I remember, you had never Charge 

To love your Maſter's Daughter, and even then, 

When I had found a wealthy Husband for her, 

I rake it, Sir, you had not; but however, 

It break the Neck of that Commiſſion, 

And make you know youare but a Merchant's Factor, 

Faſp. Sir, 

I do liberally confeſs I am yours, 

Bound both by Love and Duty to your Service: 

In which my Labour hath been all my Profit, 

have not loſt in Bargain, nor delighted 

To wear your honeſt Gains upon my Back, 

Nor have I given a Penſion to my Blood, 

Or laviſhly in play conſum'd your Stock. 

Theſe, and the Miſer'es that do attend them, 

I dare with innocence proclaim are Strangers 


To 


\ 
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To all my temperate Actions; for your Daughter, 
If there be any love to my deſervings, 
Born by her virtuous ſelf, I cannot ſtop it: 
Nor am I able to refrain her Wiſhes. 
She's private to her (elf, and beſt of Knowledge 
Whom ſhe'll make ſo happy as to ſigh for. 
Beſides, I cannot think you mean to match her 
Unto a Fellow of ſo lame a Preſence, 
One that hath little left of Nature in him. 
Mer. Tis very well, Sir, I can tell your Wiſdom 
How all this ſhall be cur'd. 
Jaſp. Your care becomes you. 
Merch. And thus it ſhall be, Sir; I here diſcharge you 
My Houſe, and Service, take your Liberty, 
And when I want a Son I'll fend for you. Exit. 
Jaſp. Theſe be the fair Rewards of them that Love, 
Oh you that live in Freedom never prove 
The travel of a Mind led by Deſire. 
Enter Luce. 

Luce. Why how now Friend, ſtruck with my Father's 

Thunder ? | 
Faſp. Struck, and ſtruck dead, unleſs the Remedy 
Be full of ſpeed and virtue; I am now, 
What I expected long, no more your Father's. 
Luce. But mine. 
Faſp. But yours, and only yours I am, 
That's all I have to keep me from the Statute ; 
You dare be conſtant till ? 
Luce. O fear me not. 
In this I dare be better than a Woman. 
Nor ſhall his Anger nor his Offers move me, 
Were they both equal to a Prince's Power. 
Jaſp. You know my Rival? 
Luce, Yes, and love him dearly, 
Even as I love an Ague, or foul Weather; 
I prethee Faſper fear him not. 

Jaſp. Oh no, | 
do not mean to do him ſo much kindneſs 
Hut to our own Deſires, you know the Plot 
= Wc both agreed on, 


A 
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Luce. Yes, and will perform 
My part exactly. 
Jaſp. I deſire no more, 
Farewel, and keep my Heart, 'tis yours. 
Luce. I take it, 
He muſt do _—_— | 
Makes me forſake it. : 
Cit. Fie upon em little Infidels, ym 
What a matter's here now? 
Well, VII be hang'd for a half-penny, 
If there be not ſome abomination Knavery in this Play 
Well, let em look to't, 
Ralph muſt come, 
And if there be any Tricks a brewing —, 
Wife, Let em brew and bake too Husband, a God's name, 
Ralph will find all out I warrant you, 
And they were older than they are. 
I pray my pretty Youth, is Ralph ready? 
Boy. He will be preſently. (him, 
Wife. Now I pray you make my Commendations unto 
And withal, carry him this ſtick of Licoras, 
Tell him his Miſtreſs ſent it him, 
And bid him bite a piece, 
*Twill open his Pipes the better, ſay. 
Enter Merchant, and Maſter Humphrey. 
Mer. Come, Sir, ſhe's yours, upon my Faith ſhe's yours, 
You have my Hand; for other idle letts, 
Between your hopes and her, thus with a wind 
They are ſcattered, and no more: My wanton Pretice, 
That like a Bladder blew himſelf with Love, 
I have let out, and ſent him to diſcover 
New Maſters yet unknown. 
Hum. 1 thank you Sir, 
Indeed I thank you, Sir; and e'r I ſtir, 
It ſhall be known, however you do deem, 
I am of gentle Blood, and gentle ſeem, 
Mer. Oh, Sir, I know it certain. 
Hum. Sir, my Friend, 
Altho' as Writers ſay, all-things have end, 
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And that we call a Pudding, hath his two, 
Oh let it not ſeem ſtrange, I pray to you, 
If in this bloody ſimile, I put 
My Love, more endleſs, than frail Things or Gur, 
Wife. Husband, | 
| prithee ſweet Lamb tell me one thing, 
But tell me truly : 
Stay Youths I beſeech you, 
Till I queſtion my Husband. 
Git. What is it, Mouſe ? 
Wife. Sirrah, | 
Didſt thou ever ſee a prettier Child? 
How it behaves it ſelf, | warrant ye: 
And ſpeaks and looks, and pearts up the Head? 
pray you Brother with your favour, 


Were you never none of Mr. Moncaſter's Scholars? 
Cit. Chicken, x 


I prethee heartily contain thy elf, 
The childer, are pretty childer, 
But when Ralph comes, Lamb. 
Wife. Ay when Ralph comes, Conie, 
Well my Youth you may proceed. 
Mer. Well, Sir, you know my Love, and reſt, I hope 
| Aſſur'd of my conſent; get but my Daughter's, 
And wed her when you pleaſe ; you muſt be bold, 
And clap in cloſe unto her, come, I know 
You have Language good enough to win a Wench. 
8 Wife. A whoreſone Tyrant, 
Hath been an old ſtringer in his Days, 
I warrant him. 


Hum. I take your gentle Offer, and withal 
Yield Love again for Love reciprocal. 


Enter Luce. 
Mar. What Luce, within there? 
Luce, Called you, Sir ? 
Mer. 1 did; | 
Give entertainment to this Gentleman ; 
And ſee you be not froward to hee, Sir - [ Exit. 
v prelence will but be an Eye-ſoar to you. 


m. Fair Miſtreſs Luce, how do you, arc you well? 
| Give 


2273 


2274 The Knight of the 


Give me your Hand, and then I pray you tell, 
How doth your little Siſter, and your Brother ? 
And whether you love me or any other. 

Luce. Sir, theſe are quickly anſwer'd. 

Hum. So they are, 

W here Women are not cruel; but how far 

Is it now diſtant from the Place we are in, 

Unto that bleſſed Place, your Father's Warren. 
Luce. What makes you think of that, Sir? 
Hum. Even that Face, 

For ſtealing Rabbets whilome in that Place, 

God Cupid, or the Keeper, I know not whethcr, 

Unto my Colt and Charges brought you thither, 

And there began. 

Luce. Your Game, Sir. 

Hum. Let no Game, 

Or any thing that tendeth to the ſame, 

Be evermore remembred, thou fair Killer, 

For whom I fate me down and brake my Tiller. 

Wife. There's a kind Gentleman, I warrant you ; when 
will you do as much for me, George ? 

Luce. Beſhrew me, Sir, I am ſorry for your Loſſes, 
But as the Proverb ſays, I cannot cry; 

I would you had not ſcen me. 

Hum. So would I, 

Unleſs you had more Maw to do me good. | 

Luce. Why, cannot this ſtrange Paſſion be withſtood? 
Send for a Conſtable, and raiſe the Town. 

Hum. Oh no, my valiant Love will batter down 
Millions of Conſtables, and put to flight 
Even that great Watch of Midſummer Day at Night 

Luce. Beſhrew me, Sir, twere good I yielded then, 
Weak Women cannot hope, where valiant Men 
Have no Reſiſtance. 

Hum, Yield then, I am full 
Of Pity, though I fay it, and can pull 
Out of my Pocket thus a Pair of Gloves. 

Look Luce, look, the Dog's Tooth, nor the Dovcs 

Are not ſo white as theſe; and ſweet they be, 

And whipt about with Silk, as you may ſec if 
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If you deſire the Price, ſhoot from your Eye 

A Beam to this Place, and you ſhall eſpie 

F. S. which is to ſay, my ſweeteſt Honey, 

They coſt me three ard two Pence, or no Mony. 

Luce. Well Sir, I take them kindly, and I thank you z 
What would you more ? 

Hum. Nothing. 

Luce. Why then farewel. 

Hum. Nor ſo, nor fo, for Lady I muſt tell, 

Before we part, for what we met together, 

God grant me Time, and Patience, and fair Weather. 
Luce. Speak and declare your Mind in Terms fo brick. 
Hum. 1 ſhall; then firit and foremoſt, for Relief 

call to you, if that you can afford it, 

I care not at what Price, for on my Word, it 

Shall be repaid again, although it coſt me 

More than I'll ſpeak of now, for Love hath toſt me 

In furious Blanket like a Tennis-Ball, 

And now I riſe aloft, and now I fall. 

Luce, Alas good Gentlemen, alas the Day. 

Hum. I thank you heartily, and as l ſay, 

Thus do I ſtill continue without Reſt, 

I'th' Morning like a Man, at Night a Feaſt, 

Roaring and bellowing mine own Diſquiet, 

That much I fear, forſaking of my Diet, 

Will bring me preſently to rhat Quandary, 

I ſhall bick all adieu. 

Luce. Now by St. Mary 
That were great pity. 

Hum. So it were, beſhrew me, 

Then eaſe me, luſty Luce, and pity ſhew me. 

Luce. Why, Str, you know my Will is nothing worth 
Without my Father's Grant; get his Conſent, 

And then you may with aſſurance try me. 

Hum. The Worſhipful your Sire will not deny me, 
For I have ask'd him, and he hath reply'd, | 
Sweet Maſter Humphrey, Luce ſhall be thy Bride. 
| Lice, Sweet Maſter Humphrey then I am content. 

Hum. And ſe am I in Truth: | 

Luce. Vet take me with you, 

n There 
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There is another Clauſe muſt be annext, 
And this it is I ſwore, and will perform it. 
No Man ſhall ever joy me as his Wife, 
Bur he that ſtole me hence: If you dare venture, 


am yours; you need not fear, my Father loves you, 
If not, farewel for ever. 


Hum. Stay Nymph, ſtay, 
I have a double Gelding coloured Bay, 
Sprung by his Father from Barbarian kind, 


Another for my ſelf, though ſomewhat blind, 
Vet true as truſty Tree. 


Luce. J am ſatisfied, 
And ſo I give my Hand, our courſe muſt lye 
Through Waltham Foreſt, where I have a Friend 
Will entertain us, ſo farewel, Sir Humpbrey, Exit Luce. 
And think upon your Buſineſs. N 

Hum. Though I die, 
I am reſolv'd to venture Life and Limb, 
For one ſo young, ſo fair, ſo kind, fo trim. [Ex. Hum. 

Wife. By my faith and troth, George, and as Jam virtuous, 
it is ei en the kindeſt young Man that ever trode onShoe- 
Leather; well go thy ways, if thou haſt her not, 'tis not 
thy Fault 'ifaith. 

Cit. I prithee Mouſe be patient, a ſhall have her, or 
I' make ſome of em ſmoak for't. 

Wife. That's my good Lamb George; fie, this ſtinking 
Tobacco kills Men, would there were none in England: 
Now | pray Gentlemen, what good does this ſtinking 
Tobacco? Do you nothing; I warrant you make Chim- 
nies a your Faccs. Oh Husband, Husband, now, now 
there's Ralfb, there's Ralph. 
Enter Ralph, like 4 Grocer in's Shyp, with two Prentices, 

reading Palmerin of England. 

Cit. Peace Fool, let Ralph alone; hark you Raiph, do not 
ſtrain yourſelf too much at the firſt, peace, begin Ralph. 

Rahh. Then Palmerin and Trineus ſnatching their Lan- 
ces from their Dwarfs, and claſping their Helmets, gal- 
lopt amain after the Giant, and Palmerin having gotten 
a Sight of him, came poſting amain, ſaying, Stay tar 
terous Thief, for thou may'ſt not ſo carry away Res 
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worth the greateſt Lord in the World; and with theſe 
Words gave him a blow on the Shoulder, that he {truck him 
beſides his Elephant; and Trineus coming to the Knight 
that had Agricola behind him, fer him ſoon beſides his 
Horſe, with his Neck broken in the fall, fo that the rinceſs 
getting out of the throng, between joy and grief ſaid; All 
happy Knight, the mirror of all ſuch as follow arms, now 
may I be well aſſured of the Love thou bee me, I 
wonder why the Kings do not raiſe an Army of fourteen 
or fifteen hundred thouſand Men, as big as the Army 
that the Prince of Portigo brought againſt Rry/icler, and 
deſtroy theſe Giants, they do much hurt to wandrin 3 
Damſels, that go in queſt of their Knights. 

Wife. aith Husband, and Ralph ſuys true, for they ſay 
the King of Portugal cannot {it at his Meat, but che 
Giants and the Ettins wili come and ſnatch it from him. 
Cir. Hold thy Tongue; on Ralph 
Ralph. And certainly thoſe Knights are much to be 
commended, who neglecting their Poſſeſſions, wander 
wich a Squire and a Dwarf through the Deſarts, to re- 
heve poor Ladies. 

Wife Ay by my Faith are they Ralph, let em ſay what 
they will, they are indeed; our Kiuights neglect their 
Poſſeſſions well enough, but they do not the reſt. 

Ralph. There are no ſuch courteous, and fair well- po- 
ken Knights in this Age; they will call one the Son of a 
Whore, that Palmerin of England would have called fair 
Sir; and one that Roficler would have called Right beauti- 

ful Damſel, they will call Damn'd Bitch. | 

Wife. I'll be ſworn will they Ralph, they have called 
W lo an hundred times about a ſcurvy Pipe of To- 

acco. | | 
Ralph. But what brave Spirit could be content to ſit in 
his Shop with a flapet of Wood, and a blew Apron be fore 
him ſelling Merbridatam and Dragons Water to viſited 
Houſes, that might purſue feats of Arms, and through his 
noble Atchievements, procure ſuch a famous Hiſtory to 
be written of, in his Heroick Proweſs. | 
t. Well ſaid Ralph, ſome more ot thoſe Word, Rp 
Vo t. V. B Mise. 
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Wife. They go finely, by my Troth. 

Ralph. Why ſhould I not then purſue this Courſe, both 
for the credit of my ſelf and our Company, for among 
all the worthy Books of Atchievements, I do not call to 
mind, that I yet read of a Grocer Errant, I will be the ſaid 
Knight: Have you heard of any that hath wandred un- 
turniſhed of his Squire and Dwarf? My elder Prentice 
Tom ſhall be my truſty Squire, and little George my Dwarf, 
hence my blew Apron, yet in remembrance of my former 
Trade, upon my Shield ſhall be pourtraid a Burning Veſtle, 
and I will be call'd the Knight of the burning Peſtle. 
Wife. Nay, I dare ſwear thou wilt not forget thy old 
Trade, thou wert ever meek. Ralph. Tim. 

Tim. Anon. 

Ralph. My beloved Squire, and George my Dwarf, | 
charge you that from henceforth you never call me by any 
other Name, but the Right courteous and valiaut Knight if 
e Burning Peſtle, and that you never call any Female by 
the name of a Woman or Wench, bur fair Lady, if ſhe 
have her deſires; if not, diſtreſſed Damſel; that you call all 
Foreſts and Heaths, Deſaits, and all Horſes Palfries. 

Wife. This is very fine: Faith do the Gentlemen like 
Ralph, think you Husban ]? 

Cit. Ay, I warrant thee, the Players would give all the 
Shoes in their Shop for him. 

Ralph. My beloved Squire Tim, ſtand out, admit this 
were a Deſart, and over it a Knight Errant pricking, and 
I ona bid you enquire of his intents, what would you 
lay 

Tim. Sir, my Maſter ſent me to know whither you ate 
riding ? : 

Ralph.No, thus; Fair Sir, the Right courteous andvaliant 
Knight of the Burning Peſtle, commanded me to enquite 
upon what Adventure you are bound, whether to rc/1cVc 
ſome diſtreſſed Damſel or otherwiſe. 

Cit. Whoreſon Blockhead cannot remember. 

Wife. I'faith, and Ralph told him on't before; all the 
Gentlemen heard him; did he not Gentlemen, did not 
Ralph tell him on't ? 


George , 


— 
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George. Right courteous and valiant Knight of the Burn- 
ing Peſtle, here is a diſtreſſed Damſel, ro have a half 
penny worth of Pepper. 8 

Wife. That's a good Boy, ſee, the little Boy can hit it, 
by my Troth it's a find Child. 

Ralph. Relieve her with all courteous Language, now 
ſhut up Shop, no more my Prentice, but my truſty Squire 
and Dwarf, I mutt beſpeak my Shield, and arming 
Peſtle. 

Cit. Go thy ways Ralph, as I am a true Man, thou art 
the beſt on 'em all. 

Wife. Ralph, Ralph. 

Ralph. W hat ſay you, Miſtreſs? 

Wife. I prethee come again quickly, ſweet Ralph. 

Ralph. By and by. [Exit Ralph. 

Enter Jaſper and his Mother Miſtreſs Merry-thought. 

Miſt. Mer. Give thee my Bleſſing? No, I'll never give 
thee my Bleſſing, II1 fee thee hang'd firſt; it ſhall ne'er 
be ſaid I gave thee my Bleſſing: Thouart thy Father's own 
Son, of the Blood of the Merry-thoughts; 1 may curſe the 
time thate'er I knew thy Father, he hath ſpent all his own, 
and mine too, and when I tell him of it, he laughs and 


dances, and ſings and cries, A merry Heart lives long-a. And 


thou art a waſt-rhrift, and art run away from thy Maſter, 
that loy'd thee well, and art come to me, and J have laid 
up a little for my younger Son Michael, and thou thinkeſt 
to bezle that, but thou ſhalt never be able to do it. Come 
hither Michael, come Michael, down on thy Knees, thcu 
ſhalt have my Bleſſing. 
Enter Michael. | 

Mich. 1 pray you Mother pray to God to bleſs me. 

Miſt, Mer. God bleſs thee ; but Faſper ſhall never have 
my Bleſſing, heſhall be hang'd firſt, ſhall he not Michael? 
how ſaiſt thou? | 

Mich. Yes forſooth Mother, and grace of God, 

Miſt. Mer. That's a good Boy. 

Wife. Pfaith ist a fine ſpoken Child: | 

Faſp. Mother, though you forget a Parent's Love, 
| mult preſerve the Duty of a Child. 
| ran not from my Maſter, nor return 
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To have your Stock maintain my Idleneſs. 

Wife. Ungracious Child I warrant him, hark how he 
chops Logick with his Mother; thou hadſt beſt tell her 
the lies, do, tell her ſhe lies. 

Cit, If he were my Son, I would hang him up by the 
Heels, and flea him, and ſalt him, Whoreſon halter-ſack, 

7aſp. My coming only is to beg your Love, 
Which I ever though I never gain it, 

And how ſoever you eſteem of me, 

There is no drop of Blood hid in theſe Veins, 
But I remember well belongs to you, 

That brought me forth, and would be glad for you 
Jo rip them all again, and let it out. 

Miſt. Mer. faith I had ſorrow enough for thee: (God 
knows) but I'll hamper thee well enough, get thee inthou 
Vagabond, get thee in, and Icarn of thy Brother Michael. 

Old. Mer, within, Nh, Neſe, jolly red Noſe, and wh» 
gave thee this jolly red Noſe ? 

Miſt. Mer. Hark my Husband he's ſinging and hoiting, 
And I'm fain to cark and care, and all little enough. 
Hu, band, Charles, Charles Merry-thoughr. 

Enter Old Merry-thought. 

O14. Mer, Nutmegs and Ginger, Cinamon and Cloves, 
And they gave me this jolly red Noſe. 

Miſt. Mer. If you would conſider your Eſtate, you 
would have little liſt to ſing, I wiſs. 

Old. Mer. It ſhould never be conſider'd, while it were 
an Eſtate, if I thought ir would ſpoil my ſinging. 

Ait. Mer. But how wilt thou do Charles, thou art an old 
Man, and thou canſt not work, and thou haſt not forty 
Shillings lett, and thou eateſt good Meat, and drinkeſt 
good Drink, and laugheſt ? 

Old. Mer. And will do. 

Miſt. Aer. But how wilt thou come by it, Charles? 

Ola. Mer. How? Why how have I done hitherto theſe 
forty years? I never came into my Dining- room, but at 
eleven an ſix a Clock, I found excellent Meat and Drink 

_ ©'th* Table: My Cloaths were never worn out, but next 
Morning a Tailor brought me a new Suit, and without 


queſtion it will be ſo ever! Uſe makes perfectneſs . 
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ſhould fail, it is but a little ſtraining my ſelf extraordi- 
nary, and laugh my ſelf to Death. 

Wife. It's a fooliſh old Man this: Is not he, George? 

(it. Ves Cunny. 

Wife. Give me a penny 1 th' Purſe while I live, George. 

Cit, I by Lady Cunny, hold thee there. 

Miſt. Mer. W ell Charles, you promis'd to provide for 
Jaſper, and I haie laid up for Michael: | pray you pay 
Jaſper his Portion, he's come home, and he ſhail not 
conſume Michael's Stock; he ſays his Mitter turn'd him 
away, but l promiſe you truly, I think he ran away. 

Wife. No indeed Miſtreſs Merry-thought, though he be 
2 notable Gallows, yer VII aſſure you his Maſter did turn 
him away, even inthis place, 'twas i'taith within this half 
Hour, about his Daughter, my Husband was by. 

Cit. Hang him Rogue, he ſerv'd him well enough: 
Love his Maſter's Daughter! By my troth Cunny, it 
there were a thouſand Boys, thou would'ſt ſpoil them all, 
with taking their parts; let his Mother alone with him. 

Wife. Ay George, but yet truth 1s truth. 

Old. Mer. Where is Faſper * He's welcome however, 
call him in, he ſhall have his Portion, is he merry ? 

Enter Jaſper and Michael. 

Mift. Mer. ] foul chive him, he is too merry. Jaſper. 
Mi hael. 

Old Mer. Welcome Faſper, tho' thou run'ſt away, wel- 
come, God blels thee, tis thy Mother's Mind thou thould'{t 
receive thy Portion; thou haſt been abroad, and I hope haft 
learnt Experience enough to govern it: Thou art of ſuffici- 
ent years, hold thy Hand: One, two, three, four, five, fix, 
teven, eight, nine, there is ten Shillings for thee, thruſt 
thy ſelf into the World with that, and take ſome ſettled 
courſe, if Fortune croſs thee, thou halt a reti ing place; 
come home to me, | have twenty Shillings left, be a good 
Husband, that is, wear ordinary Cloaths, eat the belt 

Meat, and drink the beſt Drink ; be merry, and give to 
the Poor, and believe me, thou haſt no end of thy Goods. 

Faſp. Long may you live free from all thought of il}, 
And long have cauſe to be thus merry till. 
put Father? 
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Old. Mer. No more Words Jaſper, get thee gone 
haſt my Bleſſing, thy Father's Auth 1 hes F nay 
Faſper; but yer, or &er you part (oh cruel) kiſs me, kiss 
me ſweeting, mine own dear Jewel: So, now begone, no 
W ords. [Exit Jaſper. 

Miſt. Mer. So Michael, now get thee gone too. 

Mich. Yes forſooth Mother, but I'Il have my Father's 
Bleſſing firſt. 

Miſt. Mer. No Michael, tis no matter for his Bleſſing; 
thou haſt my Bleſſing, begone; I'll fetch my Mony and 
Jewels, and follow thee : I'll ſtay no longer with him! 
warrant thee, truly Charles I'll be gone too. 

Old. Mer. What you will not? 

Miſt. Mer. Yes indeed will l. 

Old Mer. Hay ho, farewel Nan, I'll never truſt Wench 
more again, if I can. 

Miſt. Mer. You ſhall not think (when all your own is 
gone) to ſpend that I have been ſcraping up for Michael. 

Old. Mer. Farewel good Wife, I expect it not, all! have 
todo in this World, 1s to be merry ; which 1 ſhall, if the 
Ground be not taken from me; and if it be, 
When Earth and Seas from me are reft, 
The Skies aloft for me are left. [ Exemnt, 

[Boy dancetb, Muſick. 


Finis Adlus Primi. 


Mie. I'll be ſworn he's a merry old Gentleman for all 

that: Hark, hark Husband, hark, Fiddles, Fiddles; now 
ſurely they go finèly. They ſay 'tis preſent Death for 
theſe Fiddlers to tune their Rebecks before the great 
Turks Grace, is'tnot George? But look, look, here's a 
Youth dances, now good Youth do a turn o' th' Toe; 
Sweet-heart, T'faith I'll have Ralyb come, and do ſome of 
his Gambols he'll ride the wild Mare Gentlemen, would 
do your Hearts good to ſee him: I thank you kind Youth, 
pray bid Ralph come. | 

Cit. Peace Conie. Sirrah, you ſcurvy Boy, bid the Play- 
ers ſend Ralph, or by Gods——and they do not, II tcar 
ſome of their Periwigs beſide their Heads; this 15 
Riſt-RafF, ACT 
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ACT H. SCENE I. 


Enter Merchant and Humphrey. 


Merch. ND how faith? how goes it now, Son Hum 
ſfbrey? 

Hum. Right worſhipful and my beloved Friend 
And Father dear, this matter's at an end. 

Merch. Tis well, it ſhouid be fo, I'm glad the Girl 
Is found ſo tractable. 

Hum. Nay, ſhe muſt whirl 
From hence, and you mult wink: for ſo I ſay, 

The Story tells to morrow betore day. 

Wife. George, doſt thou think in thy Conſcience now 
'twill be a Match? tell me but what thou think'ſt ſweet 
Rogue, thou ſeeſt the poor Gentleman (dear Heart) how 
it labours and throbs I warrant you, to be at reſt: Ill go 
move the Father for't. 

Cit. No, no, I prithce fit ſtill Honey-ſuckle, thou'lt 
ſpoil all; if he deny him, VII bring half a dozen good 
Fellows my ſelf, and in the ſhutting of an Evening knock'r 
up, and there's an end, 

Wife, YI buſs thee for that Pfaith, Boy; well, George, 
well, you have been a Wag in your days I warrant you: 
but God forgive you, and I do with all my Heart. 

Merch. How vas it, Son? you told me that to Morrow 
Before Day break, you muſt convey her hence. 

Hum I muſt, I muſt, and thus it is agreed, 
Your Daughter rides upon a brown Bay Stecd, 
Jon a Sorrel, which 1 bought of Brian, 

The honeſt Hoſt of the red roaring Lion 
In Waltham fituate : Then if you may, 
Conſent in ſeemly ſort, leſt by delay, 

The fatal Siſters come, and do the Office, 
And then you'll ſing another Song. 

Merch. Alas, 

Why ſhould you be thus full of grief to me, 
That do as willing as your ſelf agree 
B 4 To 
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To any thing, ſo it be good and fair? 
Then tteal her when you will, if ſuch a pleaſure 
Content you both, Ii fleep and never ſee it, 
To make your joys more full: but tell me why 
You may nor here perform you; Mireinges 
Wife. God's blefling o' thy Soul, old Man, ifaith thou 
art loath to part true Hearts: I ſce a has her, George, and 
I'm as glad on't; well, go thy ways Humphrey for a fair 
ſpoken Man, I believe thou haſt not thy fellow within 
the Walls of London, and I ſhou'd iay the Suburbs too, 
I thould not lie: Why doſt not thou rejcice with me, 
George? 
Cie. If I could but ſee Ralph again, I were as merry as 
mine Hoſt i' faith. 
er. The cauſe you ſeem to ask, I thus declare; 
Help me oh Muſes nine: Vour Daughter ſware 
A fooliſh Oath, the more it was the pity : 
Yet none but my ſelf within this City 
Shall dare to ſay fo, but a bold defiance 
Shall meet him, were he of the noble Science. 
And yet ſhe ſware, and yet why did ſhe ſwear? 
Truly I cannot tell, unleſs it were 
For her own eaſe; for ſure ſometimes an Oath, 
Being ſworn thereafter, is like Cordial Broth : 
And this it was ſhe ſwore, never to marry, 
Bur ſuch a one whoſe N Arm could carry 
(As meaning me, for I am ſuch a one) | 
Her bodily away through Stick and Stone, 
Till both of us arrive, at her requeſt, 
Some Ten Miles off in the wide Waltham Foreſt. 
Merch. If this be all, you ſhall not need to fear 
Any denial in your Love, proceed, 
I'll neither follow, nor repent the deed. (more, 
Hum. Good Night, twenty good Nights, and twenty 
And twenty mare good Nights, that makes threelcorc: 
| : ION | Exeunt. 
Enter Miſtreſs Merry-thought, and her San Michael. : 
Miſt. Mer. Come Michael, art thou not weary, Boy: 
Mich. No forſooth Mother nor I. 
Miſt. Mer, Where be we now, Child? 


Mich. 


OG 
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Mich. Indeed forſooth Mother I cannot tell, unleſs we 
be at Mile-end, is not all the World Mile- end, Mother? 

Miſt. Mer. No, Michael, not all the World, Boy; but 
can aſſure thee, Michael, Mile: end is a goodly matter, 
there has been a pitch'd Field my Child, between the 
naughty Spaniels and the Engliſtmen, and the Spaniel ran 
away Michael, and the Engliſhmen followed: my Neigh- 
bour Coxſtone was there Boy, and killd them all with a 
Birding- piece. 

Mich. Mother forſooth. 

Miſt. Mer. W hat ſays my white Boy? 

Mich. Shall not my Father go with us too? 

Miſt. Mer. No, Michael, let thy Father go ſnick up, 
he ſhall never come between a pair of Sheets with me 
again, while he lives: let him ſtay at home and ſing for his 
Supper, Boy; come Child fit down, and I'll ſhew my Boy 
fine knacks indeed, look here, Michael, here's a Ring, 
and here's a Bruch, and herc's a Braceler, and here's two 
Rings more, and here's Mony, and Gold by th' Eye, 
my Boy. EEE 

Mich, Shall I have all this, Mother ? 

Miſt. Mer. Ay Michael, thou ſhalt have all, Michael. 

Cit. How lik'ſt thou this, Wench ? 3 

Wife. I cannot tell, I wou'd have Ralph, George; 11] 
ſee no more elſe indeed: law, and I pray you let the Youths 
underſtand fo much by word of Mouth, for I will tell you 
truly, Pm afraid o'my Boy: come, come, George, let's be 
merry and wife, the Child's a Fatherleſs Child, and ſay 
they ſhould put him into a ſtrait pair of Gaskins, *twere 
worſe than knot-graſs, he would never grow after it. 

Enter Ralph, Squire, and Dwarf. 

Cit. Here's Ralph, here's Ralph. 

Wife. How do you Ralph? you are welcome, Ralph, 
as I may ſay, it's a good Boy, hold up thy Head, and be 
not afraid, we are thy Friends. Ralph, the Gentlemen 
will praile thee, Ralph, if thou play'tt thy part with au- 
da'ity, begin Ralph a Gods Name. 

Ralph. My truſty Squire unlace my Helm, give me my 
Hat, where are we, or what Deſart might this be? 

Dwarf. Mirror of Knighthood, this is, as | take it, the 


perilous Waltbam Down; in whoſe bottom ſtands the ir- 
chanted Valley. Miſt. 


- 
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Miſt. Mer. Oh Michael, we are betray'd, we are be- 
tray*d, here be Giants; fly Boy, fly Boy, fly. 

| Exeunt Mother and Michael. 

Ralph. Lace on my Helm again: what noiſe is this ? 
A gentle Lady flying the Embrace 
Of ſome uncourteous Knight, I will relieve her. 
Go Squire, and ſay, the Knight that wears this Peſtle 
In Honour of all Ladies, ſwcars Revenge 
Upon that recreant Coward that purſues her ; 
Go comfort her, and that ſame gentle Squire 
That bears her Company. 

Squire. I go, brave Knight. 

Ralph My truſty Dwarfand Friend, reach memy Shield, 
And hold it while I ſwear, firſt by my Knighthood, 
Then by the Soul of Amadis de Gaule, 

My famous Anceſtor, then by my Sword, 

The beauteous Brionella girt about me, 

By this bright burning Peſtle of mine Honour, 
The living Trophy, and by all reſpect 

Due to döttreſſe Damſels, here I vow 

Never to end the queſt of this fair Lady, 
And that forſaken Squire, till by my Valour 
I gain their liberty. 

Dwarf. Heav'n bleſs the Knight 
That thus relieves poor errant Gentlewomen. [Exil. 

Wife. I marry Ralph, this has ſome ſavour in't, I would 
ſee the proudeſt of them all offer to carry his Books after 
him. But George, Iwill not have him go away ſo ſoon, [ 
ſhall be ſick if he go away, that I ſhall; call Ralph again 
George, call Ralph again, I prithee Sweet-hearr let him 
come fight before me, and let's ha' ſome Drums, and Trum- 
pets, and let him kill all that comes near him, and thou 
lov'it me, George. 

Cit. Peace a little, Bird, he ſhall kill them all, and they 
were twenty more on 'em than there are. | 
Enter Jaſper. 
Faſp. Now Fortune, if thou be'ſt not only ill, 
Shew me thy better Face, and bring about 
Thy deſperate Wheel, that I may climb at length 
And ſtand, this is our place of meeting, 
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If Love have any conſtancy. Oh age! 

Where only wealthy Men are counted happy: 

How ſhall I pleaſe thee? how deſerve thy ſmiles? 

When I am only rich in miſery ? 

My Father's Bleſſing, and this little Coin 

Is my Inheritance, a ſtrong Revenue, 

From Earth thou art, and to Earth I give thee, 

There grow and multiply, whilſt freſher Air 

Breeds me a freſher Fortune: How, illuſion! 
Spies the Casker. 

W hat hath the Devil coin'd himſelf before me? 

"Tis Mettle good, it rings well, I am 2 

And taking too I hope, now God's dear bleſſing 

Upon his Heart that left it here, 'tis mine, 

Theſe Pearls, I take it, were not left for Swine. [ Exit. 
Mie. I do not like that this unthrifry Youth ſhould em- 
bezel away the Mony, the poor Gentle woman his Mother 
will have a heavy Heart for it, God knows. 

Cit. And reaſon good, Sweet- heart. 

Wife. But let him go, V1! tell Ralph a Tale in's Ear, 
ſhall ferch him again with a wanion, I warrant him, if he 
be above ground; and beſides George, here be a number 
of ſufficient Gentlemen can witneſs, and my ſelf, and your 
ſelf, and the Muſicians, if we be call'd in queſtion; bur 
here comes Ralph, George, thou ſhalt hear him ſpeak, as 
he were an Emperal. 

Euter Ralph and Dwarf. 

Ralph. Comes not Sir Squire again? 

Dwarf. Right courteous Knight, 
Your Squire doth come, and with him comes the Lady. 

Enter Miſtreſs Merry-thought, Michael, and Squire. 
For and the Squire of Damſels as I take it. 

Ralph. Madam, if any Service or Devoir 
Of a poor Errant Knight may right your wrongs, 
Command it, I am preſs d to give you Succour, 

For to that holy end I bear my Armour. 

Miſt, Mer. Alas, Sir, Iam a poor Gentlewoman, and | 
have loſt my Mony in this Foreſt. 
Ralph. Deſart, you would ſay, Lady, and not loſt 
Whilſt I have Sword and Launce dry up your Tears 


W hich 
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Which ill befits the Beauty of that Face, 
And tell the Story, if I may requeſt it, 
Of your diſaſtrous Fortune. 

Miſt. Mer. Out alas, I left a thouſand Pound, a thou. 
ſand Pound, een all the Mony I had laid up for this 
Youth, upon the fight of your Maſterſhip, you lookd 
ſo grim, and as I may ſay it, ſaving your Preſence, more 
like a Giant than a mortal Man. 

Ralph. I am as you are, Lady, fo are they 
All mortal; but why weeps this gentle Squire ? 

Miſt. Mer. Has he not cauſe to weep do you think, 
when he has loſt his Inheritance ? 

Ralph. Young hope of Valour, weep not, I am here 
That will confound thy Foe, and pay it dear 
Upon his coward Head, that dare deny 
Diſtreſſed Squires and Ladies Equity. 

I have but one Horſe, on which ſhall ride 

This Lady fair behind me, and before 

This courteous Squire, Fortune will give us more 
Upon our next Adventure; fairly ſpeed 

Beſide us Squire and Dwarf, to do us need. | Exeunt. 

Cit. Did not I tell you Nell what your Man would do? 
by the faith of my Body Wench, for clean Action and 
good Delivery, they may all caſt their Caps at him. 

Wife. And ſo they may i'faith, for 1 dare ſpeak it 
boldly, the twelve Companies of London cannot match 
him, Timber for Timber: Well Geige, and he be not 
inveigled by ſome of theſe paltry Players, I ha much 
marvel; bur George we ha done our Parts, if the Boy 
have any Grace to be thankful. 

Cit. Yes, I warrant you Duckling. 

Enter Humphrey and Luce. 

Hum, Good Miſtreſs Luce, however I in fault am, 
For your lame Horſez your welcome unto Waltham, 
But which way now to go, or what to ſay | 
I know not truly, till it be broad Day. ; 

Luce. O fear not Maſter Humphrey, IJ am Guide 
For th's Place good enough. + | 


Hum, Then up and ride, Or 
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Or if it pleaſe you, walk for your Repoſe, 

Or fit, or if you will, go pluck a Rolc : 

Either of which ſhall be indifferenr, 

To your good Friend and Humphrey, whoſe Conſent 
s ſo intangled ever to your Will, 

As the poor harmleſs Horſe is to the Mill. 

Luce. Faith and you ſay the Word, we'll een ſit down, 
And take a Nap. 

Hum. Tis better in the Town, 

Where we may nap together; for belicve me, 
To ſleep wit hout a ſnatch would mickle grieve me. 

Luce, You're merry, Maſter Humphrey. 

Hum, So I am, 

And have been ever merry from my Dam. 
Luce. Your Nurſe had the leſs Labour. 
Hum. Faith it may be, 

Unleſs it were by Chance I did beray me. 

Enter Jaſper. 

Jaſp. Luce, dear Friend Luce. 

Luce. Here Jaſper, 

Jaſp. You are mine. 

Hum If it be ſo, my Friend, you uſe me fine: 
What do you think I am? 

Faſp. An arrant Noddy. 

Hum. A Word of Obloquy; now by god's Body, 
TU tell thy Maſter, for I know thee well. 

Faſp. Nay, and you be fo forward for to tell, 
Take that, and that, and tell him, Sir, I gave it: 
And ſay I paid you well. 

Hum. O Sir, I have it, | 
And do confeſs the Payment, pray be quiet. 

Jaſp. Go, get you to your Night-Cap and the Diet, 

cure your beaten Bones. 

Luce. Alas, poor Humphrey, 

Get thee ſome wholeſome Broth with Sage and Cumfry: 

A little Oil of Roſes, and a Feather 

To noint thy Back withal. 

Hum. When 1 came hither, | 
Would I had gone to Paris with Fobn Dorry. 

Luce. Farewel my pretty Nump, I am yery ſorry 
cannot bear thee Company. | Hum. 
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Hum. Farewel, 
The Devil's Dam was ne'er ſo bang'd in Hell. [Exeyy; 
Manet Humphrey. - 

Wife. This young Jaſper will prove me another Things 
a my Conſcience, and he may be ſuffered; George, doſt noi 
ſee George how a ſwaggers, and flies at the very Heads a 
fokes as he were a Dragon; well if I do not do his Lc. 
ſon for wronging the poor Gentleman, I am no true 
Woman; his Friends that brought him up, might have 
been better occupied, I wis, than have taught him theſe 
Fegaries: He's een in the Highwayto the Gallows, God 
bleſs him. 

Cit. You're too bitter, Cony, the young Man may 
do well enough for all this. 

Wife. Come hither Maſter Humphrey, has he hurt you? 
now beſhrew his Finger's for't, here Sweet-hcart, here's 
ſome Green Ginger for thee, now beſhrew my Heart, but 
a has Pepper-nel in's Head,as big as a Pullets Egg; alas, 
tweet Lamb, how thy Temples beat; take the Peace on 
him ſweet Heart, take the Peace on him, 

Enter a Boy. 

Cit. No, no, you alk like a fooliſh Woman, T'll ha Rab 
fight with him, and ſwinge him up well-favour'dly : Sirrah 
Boy, come hither, let Ralph come in and fight with Faſper. 

Wife. Ay and beathim well, he's an unhappy Boy. 

Boy. Sir, you mult pardon us, the Plot of our Play 
lyes contrary, and 'twill hazard the ſpdling of our Play. 

Qt. Plot me no Plots, I'll ha Ralph come out, III 
make your Houſe too hot for you elſe. 

Boy. Why Sir, he ſhall, but if any thing fall out of Order, 
the Gentlemen muſt pardon us. 

Cir. Go your ways goodman Boy, I'll hold hima Penny 
he ſhall have his Belly full of fighting now, ho here 

comes Ralph; no more. 

Enter Ralph, Miſt. Merr. Michael, Squire and Dwarf. 

Ralph. What Knight is that, Squire, ask him if he keep 
The Paſſage bound by love of Lady fair, 

Or elſe but prickant. | 
Hum. Sir, I am no Knight, | 
But a poor Gentleman, that this ſame Night, 
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Had ſtoln from me on yonder Green, 

My lovely Wife, and ſuffered to be ſeen 

Yet extant on my Shoulders ſuch a greeting, 
That whilſt I live, I ſhall think of that Meeting. 

Wife. Ay Ralph, he beat him unmercifully, Ralph, and 
Spar'ſt him Kalph, 1 would thou wert hang'd. (thou 
Cit. No more, Wife, no more, 

Ralph.W here is the Caitiff Wretch hath done thisDeed, 
Lady, your Pardon, that I may proceed 
Upon the Queſt of this injurious Knight. 
And thou fair Squire repute me not the worle, 
In leaving the great Venture of the Purſe, 
Enter Jaſper and Luce. | 
And the rich Casket, *ti]]l ſome better Leiſure. 
Hum. Here comes the Broker hath purloin'd my Trea- 
Ralph. Go, Squire, and tell him I am here, (ſure. 
An errant Knight at Arms, to crave Delivery 
Of that fair Lady to her own Knight's Arms. 
If he deny, bid him take Choice of Ground, 
And ſo defie him. 
wire. From the Knight that bears 
The Golden Peſtle, I defie thee Knight. 
Unleſs thou make fair Reſtitution 
Of that bright Lady. 

Jaſp. Tell the Knight that ſent thee 

He is an Aſs, and I will keep the Wench, 

And knock his Head-Peice. 

Ralph. Thou art but dead, 

thou recall not thy uncourteous Terms. 

Wife. Break his Pate Ralph,break his PateRalph,ſoundly. 

Jaſp. Come, Knight, lam ready for you, now your Peſtle 
[ Snatches away bis Peſtle. 

Shall try what Temper, Sir, your Mortar's of; 

With that he ſtood upright in his Stirrops, 

And gave the Knight of the Calves-Skin ſuch a knock, 

That he forſook his Horſe, and down he fell, (met. 

And then he leaped upon him, and plucking off his Hel- 

Hum, Nay, and my noble Knight be down ſo ſoon, 
Though I can ſcarcely go, I needs muſt run 

(Ex, Humphrey and Ralph: 
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Wife, Run Ralph, run Ralph, run for thy Liſe p.... 
Jaſper comes, Jaſper comes. 3 a Life Boy; 
aſp. Come Luce, we muſt have other Arms for you 
Humphrey and Golden Peſtle both adicu. [ Exeunt. 

Wife. Sure the Devil, God bleſs us, is inthis Springald: 
why George, didſt ever ſee ſuch a Fire-Drake. I am ard 
my Boy's miſcarry'd ; if he be, though he were Maſter 
Merry-thought's Son a thouſand times, if there be any 
Law in England, I'll make ſome of them ſmart for. 

Crt. No, no, I have found out the Matter, Sweet-heart, 
Faſper is enchanted as ſure as we are here, he isenchant- 
ed, he could no more have ſtood in Ralfh's Hands, than 
IT can ſtand in my Lord Mayor's: I'll have a Ring to 
diſcover all Enchantments, and Ralph ſhall beat himyet: 
Be no more vext, for it ſhall be fo. 

Enter Ralph, Squire, Dwarf, Miſtreſs Merry-thought, 
and Michael. 

Wife. Oh Husband, here's Ralph again; ſtay Ralph, let 
me ſpeak with thee; how doſt thou Xalph? Art thou 
not ſhrewdly hurt? the foul great Lungies laid unmerci- 
fully on thee, there's ſome Sugar-Candy for thee, pro- 
cced, thou ſhalt have another bout with him. 

Cit. If Ralph had him at the Fencing-School, if he did 
not make a Puppy of him, and drive him up and down 
the School, he ſhould ne'er come in my Shop more. 

Miſt. Mer. Truly Maſter Knight of the Burning Pelle, 
Jam weary. 

| Mich. Indeed Law-Mother, and I am very hungry. 

Kalfb. Take comfort gentle Dame, and your fair Squire 
For in this Deſart there muſt nceds be plac'd 
Many ſtrong Caſtles, held by courteous Knights, 
And *till I bring you ſaſe to one of thoſe 
I ſwear by this my Order ne'er to leave you. 
Wife. Well ſaid Ralph: George, Ralph was ever com- 


fortable, was he not? 


Cir. Yes Duck. | 
Wife. I ſhall ne' er forget him: When we had loſt our 
Child, you know it was ſtray d almoſt alone toP»ddle-War j 


and the Cryers were abroad for it, and there it had drown 
omfortableſt 


it ſelf but for a Sculler, Ralph was the moſt c 
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to me: Peace Miſtreſs, ſays he, let it go, I'll get you ano- 
ther as good; did he not George? Did he not ſay fo ? 
Cit, Yes indeed did he, Moule. 
Dwarf. I would we had a meſs of Pottage, and a Pot 
of Drink, Squire, and were going to Bed. | 
_— W hy we are at Waltham Towns end, and that's 
the Bell Inn. (Squire, 
Dwarf. Take courage valiant Knight, Damſcl, and 
I have diſcovered, not a Stones caſt off, 
An antient Caſtle held by the old Knight 
Of the moſt holy Order of the Bel/, 
Who gives to all Knights Errant entertain : 
There plenty is of Food, and all prepar'd 
By the white Hands of his own Lady dear. 
He hath three Squircs that welcome all his Gueſts - 
The firſt, High Chamberlain, who will ſee 
Our Beds prepar'd, and bring us Snowy Sheets, 
Where never Footman {tretch'd his butter'd Hams. 
The ſecond height Tapſtro, who will ſee 
Our Pots full filled, and no froth therein 
The third, a gentle Squire O/tero height, 
Who will our Palfries ſlick with wiſps of Straw, 
And in the Manger put them Oats enough, | 
And never greaſe their Teeth with Candlc-ſnuff. 
Wife. That ſame Dwart's a pretty Boy, but the Squire's 
a grout- nold. g 
Ralph. Knockat the Gates my Squire, with ſtately Lance. 
| Enter Tapſter. | 
Tap. Who's there, you're welcome Gentlemen, wi 
you ſee a Room? 
Dwarf. Right courteous and valiant Knight of the 
Burning Peſtle, this is the Squire Tapſtro. 
Ralph. Fair Squire Tapſtro, Ia wandring Knight, 
Height of the Burning Peſtle, in the queſt 
Of this fair Lady's Casket, and wrought Purſe, 
Loſing my ſelf in this vaſt Wildernef?, 


And to this Caſtle well by fortune brought, 
Where hearing of the goodly entertain 
Your * of holy Order of the Bell, 
: 2 Gives 


Vo I. 
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Gives to all Damſels, and all Errant Knights, 
I thought to knock, and now am bold to enter, 
Tanſt. Art pleaſe you fee a Chamber, you are very 
welcome. [ Exeunt, 
Wife. George, I would have ſomething done, and 1 
cannot tell what it is. 
Cit. What is it, Nell? 
Wife. Why George, ſhall Ralph beat no body again? 
Prethee Swceet-heart ler him. 
Cit. So he ſhall Nell, and if I joyn with him, we'll 
knock them all. 
Enter Humphrey and Merchant. 
Wife. O George, here's Maſter Humphrey again now, 
that loſt Miſtreſs Luce, and Miſtreſs Luce's Father, Maſter 
Humphrey will do ſome bodics Arrant I warrant him. 
Hum. Father, it's truc in Arms I ne'er ſhall claſp her, 
For ſhe is ſton away by your Man Jaſper. 
Wife. 1 thought he would tell him. 
Mer. Unhappy that I am to loſe my Child: 
Now | begin to think on Jaſper's Words, 
Who oft hath urg'd to me thy fooliſhneſs, 
Why didſt thou fer her go, thou lov'ſt her not, 
That wouldſt bring home thy Life, and not bring her. 
Hum. Father forgive me, I ſhall tell you true, 
Look on my Shoulders, they are black and blue, 
Whilſt too and fro fair Luce and I were winding, 
He came and baſted me with a hedge binding. 
Mer. Get Men and Horſes ſtraight, we will be there 
Within this hour; you know the Place again? 
Hum. I know the Place where he my Loins did ſwaddle, 
Tl get fix Horſes, and to each a Saddle. 
Mer. Mcan time I'll go talk with Jaſper's Father. 
| Exenunt, 
Wife. George, what wilt thou lay with me now, that 
Maſter Humphrey has not Miſtreſs Luce yet; (peak George, 
what wilt thou lay with me?. | | 
Cit. No Nell, | warrant thee, Jaſper is at Puckeridge 
with her by this. 
Mie. Nay George, you muſt conſider Miſtreſs 4 * 
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Feet are tender, and beſides, 'tis qu k, and I prowiſe you 
truly, 1 do not ſee how he ſhould get out of Wa'rhan 
Foreſt with her yer. | 
Cit. Nay Cunny, what wilt thou liy with me that 
Ralph has her not yer. 
Wife. I will not lay againſt Ralph Honny, b: cauſe I 
have not ſpoken with hm: but look George, Peace, here 
comes the _ old Gentl man again 

zuter Old Merry-thought. 
Old Mer. When it was grown to dark Midnight, 
And all were faſt aſleep, 
In came Margarer's grimly Ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's Feet. 
I have Mony, and Meat, and Drink before-hand, till 
to Morrow at Noon, why ſhould I be ſid? Methinks J 
have half a dozen Jovial Spirits within me, I am three 
merry Men, and three merry Men: To what end ſhould 
any Man be fad in this World? Give me a Min that 
when he goes to hanging cries troul the black Boul to 
me: And a Woman that will ſing a Catch in her Travel. 
I have ſeen a Man come by my Door with a ſerious Face, 
in a black Cloak, without a Hatband, carrying is Head 
as if he look'd for Pins in the Street. I have look'd out 
of my Window half a Year atter, and have ſpied that 
Man's Head upon London Bridge : *Tis vile, never rriift a 
Taylor that does not ſing at his Work, his Mind is ef 
nothing bur filching. 

Wife. Mark this George, "tis worth noting : Codfrey 
my Iaylor, you know, never Sings, and he had fourteen 
Yards to make this Gown; and I'll be ſworn, Vilirefs 
Poniſtone the Draper's Wife had one mad» w th twelve. 
Old Aer. *Tis Mirth that fil's the Veins with Blood, 
More than Wine, or Sleep, or Food, 

Let cach Man keep his Heart at caſc, 
No Man dies of that Diſcaſe; 
He that would his Body keep 
rom Diſcaſes, muſt not weep, 
But whoever laughs and ſings, 
Never his Body brings 
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Into Feavers, Gouts, or Rhumes, 

Or lingringly his Lungs conſumes: 

Or meets with Aches in the Bone, 

Or Catarrhs, or griping Stone: 

But contented lives for aye, 

The more he laughs, the more he may. 

Wife. Look George, how ſay'ſt thou by this George? 
Is't not a fine old Man? Now God's Bleſſing a thy ſweet 
Lips. When wilt thou be ſo merry, George? Faith thou 
art the frowningſt little thing, when thou art angry, in 


a Country. 
Enter Merchant. 

Cit. Peace Conny, T hou ſhalt ſee him took down too 
I warrant thee: Here's Luce's Father come now. 

Old Mer. As you came from Walſingam, from the Holy 
Land, there met you not with my true Love by the way 
as you came. 

Merch. Oh Maſter Merry- tbougbt! myDaughter's gone, 
This Mirth becomes you not, my Daughter's gone. 

Old Ader. Why an if ſhe be, what care 1? 

Or let her come, or go, or tarry. 

Merch. Mock not my Miſery, it is your Son, 
Whom I have made my own, when all forſook him, 
Has ſtol'n my only Joy, my Child away. (upona gray, 

Old Aer. He ſet her on a milk white Steed, and himſelf 
He never turn'd his Face again, but he bore her quiteaway. 

Merch. Unworthy of the kindneſs I have ſhewn 
To thee, and thine; too late, I well perceive 
Thou art conſenting to my Daughter's loſs. (ter? 

Old Mer. Your Daughter, what a ſtir's here wi' y'r Daugh- 
Let her go, think no more on her, but ſing loud. If both 
my Sons were on the Gallows, I would ſing down, diwn, 
down : they fall down, and ariſe they never ſhall. 

Merch. Oh might ] behold her once again, 


And ſhe once more embrace her aged Sire. 


Old Wer. Fie, how ſcurvily this goes: And ſhe oricemore 
emb acc her aged Sire? you'll make a Dog on her, will je; 
the cares much for aged Sire, | warrant you. my. 
She cares not for her Daddy, nor ſhe cares not for her Mam: 


For the is, ſhe is, ſhe is my Lord of Lom- gave: Wy 
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Merch. For this thy ſcorn I will purſue 
That Son of thine to Death. 
Old Mer. Do, and when you ha' kill'd him, 
Give him Flowers 'now Palmer, give him Flowers i'now, 
Give him red and white, and blue, green, and yellow. 
Merch. Pl fetch my Daughter. 
Old Mer. I'Il hear no more of your Daughter, it ſpoils 
my Mirth. 
Merch. I ſay I'll fetch my Daughter. 
Old Mer. Was never Man for Lady's fake, down, down, 
Tormented as I Sir Guy? de derry down, 
For Lucy's ſake, that Lady bright, down, down, 
As ever Men beheld with Eyc? de derry down. 
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Merch. I'll be reveng'd, by Heav'n. [ Exe un 
Finis Actus Secundus. [ Muſick. 


Wife. How doſt thou like this, George? 


Gt. Why this is well, Cunny; but 1: Ralph were ho 
once, thou ſhouldſt ſee more. 

Wife. The Fidlers go again, Husband. 

Cit. Ay, Nell, but this is ſcurvy Muſick 1 gave the 
Whoreſon Gallows Mony, and I think he has not got 
me the Waits of Southwark: If I hear him not anon, P11 
twinge him by the Ears. 

Yeur Muſicians play Baloo. 

Wife. No good George, let's ha' Lachryme. 

Cit. Why this is it, Cunny. 

\ Wife. It's all the better, George; now ſweet Lamb, 


what Story is that painted upon the Cloth ? the confura- 
tion of Saint Paul? 


Cit. No Lamb, that's Ralph and Lucrece. 


Wife. Ralph and Lucrece ? which Ralph? our Ralph? 
Cit. No Mouſe, that was a Tartarian. 


Wife, ATartarian? well, I wou'd the Fidlers had done, 
that we might ſee our Ralph again. 
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AST Bt: SCENE 1. 


Enter Jaſper and Lucc. 
Faſp. 3 my Dear, thouæh we have loſt our way, 


W' have not loſt our ſelvcs: Are you not weary 
With this Night's wandring, broken from your Reſt? 
And frighted with the Terror that attcnds 
1 he d.rknels of this wild unpeopled Place? 
Luce. No my beſt Friend, I cannot either fear, 
Or entertain a weary Thought, whilſt you 
(The end of all my full defires) ſtand by me: 
Let them that Joſe their hopes, and live to languiſh 
Amongſt the number of forlaken Lovers, 
Tell the long weary Steps, and number Time, 
Start at a Shadow, and ſhrink up their Blood, 
W hilſt I (poſſeſt with all content and quiet) 
Thus takes my pretty Love, and thus embrace him. 
7aſp' You have caught me luce, ſo taſt, that whilſt | live 
Iſhal become your faithful Priſoner, 
And wear theſe chains for ever. Come, fit down, 
And reſt your Body, too too delicate 
For thele diſturbances; ſo, will you 1 ep? 
Come, do not be more able than you are, 
I know vou are not skilful in theſe Watches, 
For W omen arc no Soldiers; be not nice, 
But take it, ſleep I ſay. 
Lace. I c:nnort ſleep, 
Indeed I cannot, Friend. 
Faſp. Why then we'll ſing, 
And try how that will work upon our Senſes. 
Luce. I'll ſing, or ſay, or any thing but ſleep. 
7aſp. Come little Mermaid, rob me of my Heart 
Wih that inchanting Voice. 
Luce. You mock me, Faſper. 


SONG. 


Jaſp. Tell me, deareſt, what is Love? 
Luce. Tre a Lightning from above, 


'Tis 
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'Tis an Arrow, ri Fire, 
'Tis a Boy they call Deſire. 
"Tis a Smile 
Doth beguile 
Jaſp. The poor Hearts of Men that prove. 
Tell me more, are Women true? 
Luce. Some Love change, and ſo do you. 
Jaſp. Are they fair, and never kind? 
Luce. Tes, when Men turn with the Wind, 
Jaſp. Are they fromard? 
Luce. Ever toward 
Thoſe that love, to love anew, 
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4 Jaſp. Diſſemble it no more, I ſ-e the God 

Of heavy Sleep, lay-on his heavy Mace 

= Upon your Eye-lids. 

4 Luce. I am very heavy. (Thoughts : 
4 Zaſp. Sleep, fleep, and quiet Reſt crown thy ſweet 
= Keep from her fair Blood Diſtempers, Startings, 
Horrors and fearful Shapes: let all her Dreams 

= Be]Joys, and chaſte Delights, Embraces, Wiſhes, 

q And ſuch new Pleaſures as the raviſh'd Soul 

= Gives to the Senſes. So, my Charms have took. 

Keep her you Powers Divine, whilſt I contemplate 
Upon the Wealth and Beauty of her Mind. 

She is only fair, and conſtant, only kind, 

And only to thee Jaſper. O my Joys! 

W hither will you tranſport me? let not fulneſs 
Ot my poor buried hopes come up together, | 
And over-charge my Spirits; I am weak, | 
Some ſay (however ill) the Sea and Women 

Are govern'd by the Moon, both ebb and flow, 

Both full of changes: yet to them that know, 

And truly judge, theſe but Opinions are, | 

And Hereſies to bring on pleaſing War 

Between our Tempers, that without theſe were 

Both void of after-love, and preſent fear; 

Which are the beſt of Gepid. O thou Child! 

Bred from Deſpair, I dare not entertain thee, 


Having a Love without the faults of Women, 
e C 4 A nd 
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And greater in her perfect goods than Men; 

Which to make good, and pleaſe my ſelf the ſtronger 
Though certainly I am certain of her Love, 
PII try her, that the World and Memory 

May ſing to atter-times her Conſtancy. 

Luce, Luce, awake. Luce. Why do you fright me Friend 
With thoſe diſtempered looks? what makes your Sword 
Drawn in your Hand? who hath offended you ? 

I prithee F4ſper fleep, thou art wild with watching, 

Faſp. Come make your way to Heav'n, and bid the 
With all the Villanies that ſtick upon it, (World, 
Fare wel; you're for another Life. Luce. Oh Faſper, 
How have my tender Years committed evil, 
Eſpecially againſt the Man I love, 

Thus to be cropt untimely? Faſp. Fooliſh Girl, 
Canſt thou imagine I could love his Daughter 
That flung me from my Fortune into nothing? 
Diſcharged me his Service, ſhut the Doors 
Upon my Poverty, and ſcorn'd my Prayers, 
Sending me, like a Boat without a Maſt, 

To fink or ſwim? Come, by this Hand you dye, 
I muſt have Life and Blood, to ſatisfie 

Your Father's wrongs. 

Wife. Away George, away, raiſe the Watch at Ludgare, 
and bring a Aittimus from the Juſtice for this deſpe- 
rare Villain. Now I charge you Gentlemen, fee the 
King's Peace kept. O my Heart what a Varlet's this 
to offer Man- ſlaughter upon the harmleſs Gentlewo- 
man ? 

Cit. I warrant thee, Sweetheart, we'll have him ham- 

ered. 

Luce. Oh Faſper! be not cruel, 

If thou wilt kill me, ſmile, and do it quickly, 
And let not many Deaths appear before me. 
I am a Woman made of Fear and Love, 
A weak, weak Woman, kill not with thy Eyes, 
They ſhoot me through and through. Strike, Lam ready, 
And dying till I love thee. 

Enter Merchant, Humphrey, and bis Men. 

Merch. Where abouts? 700 
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Jaſp. No more of this, now to my ſelf again. 
Hum. There, there he ſtands with Sword, like mar- 
tial Knight, 
Drawn in his Hand, therefore beware the Fight 
You that are wiſe; for were J good Sir Bevrs, 
would not ſtay his coming, by your Leaves. 

Merch. Surah, reſtore my Daughter. Faſp. Sirrah, no. 

Merch. Upon him then. 

Wife. So, down with him, down with him, down 
with him, cut him i'the Leg, Boys, cut him i'th' Leg. 

Merch. Come your ways Minion, I'Il provide a Cage 
for you, you're grown ſo tame. Horſe her away. 

Hum. Truly 1 amglad your Forces have the Day. | Exe. 

Manet Jaſper. 

Jaſp. They are gone, and I am hurt; my Love is loſt, 

Never to get again. Oh me unhappy! 

Bleed, bleed and die, I cannot: Oh my Folly! 

Thou haſt betray'd me; Hope, where art thou fled ? 
Tell me if thou be'ſt any where remaining. 

Shall 1 but ſee my Love again? Oh no! 

She will not dain to look upon her Butcher, 

Nor is it fit ſhe ſhould ; yet I muſt venture. 

Oh Chance, or Fortune, or what-c'er thou art 

That Men adore for powerful, hear my Cry, 

And let me loving live, or loſing die. [ Exit. 

Wife. Is he gone, George? 

Gt. Ay, Conny. 

Wife. Marry and let him go, Sweet-heart, by the 
Faith a my Body a has put meinto ſuch a Fright, that 
I tremble (as they ſay) as twere an Aſpin Leaf: Look a 
my little Finger George, howf it thakes : Now in Truth 
every Member of my Body is the worſe for't. 

Cit. Come, hug in mine Arms ſweet Mouſe, he ſhall 
not fright thee any more; alas mine own dear Heart, 
how it quivers. | 
Enter Miſtreſs Merry-thought, Ralph, Michael, Squire, 

Dwarf, Hoſt, and a Tapſter. | 

Wife. O Ralph, how doſt thou Ralph? How haſt thou 
ſlept to Night ? has the Knight us'd thee well? 

dt. Peace, Nell, let Ralph alone. 


Tap. 
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Tap. Maſter, the Reckoning is not paid, 

Ralph. Right courteous Knight, who for the Orders 
Which thou haſt ta en, hang'it out the holy Bell, (fake 
As I this flaming Peſtle bear about, 

Mie render thanks to your puiſſant ſelf, 

Your beauteous Lady, and your gentle Squires, 
For thus refreſhing of our wearied Limbs, 
Stifned with hard Atchievements in wild Deſart. 

Tap. Sir, there is twelve Shillings to pay. 

Ralph. Thou merry Squire Tapſtero, thanks to thee, 
For comforting our Souls with double Jug, 

And if adventurous Fortune prick thee forth, 
Thou jovial Squire, to follow feats of 4rms, 
Take heed thou tender every Lady's Cauſe, 
Every true Knight, and every Damſcl fair, 
But ſpill the Blood of treacherous Sarazens, 
And falſe Inchanters, that with Magick Spells 
Have done to Death full many a noble Knight. 

Hoſt. Thou valiant Knight of the Burning Peſtle, give car 
to me, there is twelve Shillings to pay, and as I ama true 
Knight, I will not bate a Penny. 

Wife. George, I prethee tell me, muſt Ralph pay twelve 
Shillings now? = 

Cit. No, Nel, no, nothing but the old Knight ismer:y 
with Ralph. 

Wife. O is't nothing elſe? Ralph will be as merry as he. 

Ralph.Sir Knight, this Mirth of yours becomes you well, 
But to requite this liberal Courteſie, 

If any of your Squires will follow Arms, 
He ſhall receive from my Heroick Hand 
A Knighthood, by the virtue of this Peſtle. 

Hoſt. Fair Knight, I thank you for your noble Offer, 
Therefore gentle Knight 
Twelve Shillings you muſt pay, or I muſt cap you. 

Wife. Look George, did not I tell thee as much, the 
Knight of the Bell is in earneſt, Ralph ſhall not be be- 
2 him, give him his Mony George, and let him 
go ſnick up. | | 


Cit. Cap Ralph? No, hold your Hand fir Knightof 5" 
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Zell, there's your Mony, have you any thing to ſay to 
Ralph now? Cap Ralph f | | 

Wife. I would you ſhould know it, Ralph has Friends that 
will not ſuffer him to be capt for ten times ſo much, and 
ten times to the end of that, now take thy courſe Ralph. 

Miſt. Mer. Come Michael, thou and 1 will go home to 
thy Father, he hath enough left to keep us a day or two, 
and we'll ſet Fellows abroad to cry our Purſe and Casket : 
Shall we, Michael? | 

Mich. Ay, I pray Mother, in truth my Feet are full of 
Chilblains with Travelling. 

IWife. Faith and thoſe Chilblains are a foul trouble: Mi- 
ſtreſs Merry-thought, when your Youth comes home, let 
him rub all the ſoles of his Feet, and his Heels, and his An- 
kles, with a Mouſc-skin; or if none of you can catch a 
Mouſe, when he goes to Bed, let him rowl his Feet in the 
warm Umbers, and I warrant you he ſhall be well, and you 
may make him put his Fingers between his Toes, and ſmell 
to them, it's very ſovereign for his Head. if he be Coſtive. 

Miſt. Mer. Maſter Knight of the Burning Peftle, my Son 
Michael and I bid you farewel, I thank your Worſhip 
heartily for your kindnels. 

Ralph. Farewel fair I ady, and your tender Squire. 

If pricking through theſe Deſarts, I do hear 

Of any traiterous Knight who through his guile 
Hath light upon your Casket and your Purſe, 

I will deſpoil him of them and reſtore them. 

Miſt. Mer. | thank your Worſhip. | Exit with Michael. 

Ralph. Dwarf bear my Shield, Squire elevate my Launce, 
And now farewel you Knight of holy Bell, 

Cit. Ay, ay, Ralph, all is paid. 

Ra'ph. But yet before I go, ſpeak worthy Knight, 

If oft you do of ſad Adventures know, 

Where Errant Knight may through his Proweſs win 
Eternal Fame, and free ſome gentle Souls 

From endleſs bounds of Steel and lingring Pain. 

Hiſt. Sirrah, goto Nick the Barber, and bid him prepare 
himſelf, as1 told you before quickly. 

Top, 1 am gone, Sir, 7 [ Exit Tapſter. 
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Hoſt. Sir Knight, this Wilderneſs affordeth none 
But the great venture, where full many a Knight 
Hath tried his Proweſs, and come off with Shame, 

And where | would not have you loſe your Lite, 
Againſt no Man, but furious Fiend of Hell. 

Ralph. Speak on Sir Knight, tell what he is, and where: 

For here I vow upon my blazing Badge, 

Never to blaze a Day in quietneſs; 

But Bread and Water will I only eat, 

And the green Herb and Rock ſhall be my Couch, 
Till I have quelF'd that Man, or Beaſt, or Fiend, 
That works ſuch damage to all Errant Knights. 

Hoſt. Not far from hence, near a craggy Cliff 

At the North end of this diſtreſſed Town, 

There doth ſtand a lowly Houſe 

Ruggedly builded, and in it a Cave 

In which an ugly Giant now doth won, 
Ycleped Barbaroſo : In his Hand 

He ſhakes a naked Lance of pureſt Steel, 

With Sleeves turn'd up, and him before he wears 
A motly Garment, to preſerve his Clothes 
From Blood of thoſe Knights which he maſſacres, - 
And Ladies gentle; without his Door doth hang 
A copper Baſon, on a prickant Spear; 

At which, no ſooner gentle Knights can knock, 
But the ſhrill ſound fierce Barbaroſo hears, 

And ruſhing forth, brings in the Errant Knight, 
And ſets him down in an inchanted Chair: 
Then with an Engine, which he hath prepar'd 
With forty Teeth, he claws his courtly Crown, 
Next makes him wink, and underneath his Chin, 
He plants a brazen piece of mighty Board, 

And knocks his Bullets round about his Cheeks, 
Whilſt with his Fingers, and an Inſtrument 
With which he ſnaps his Hair off, he doth fill 
The Wretch's Ears with a moſt hideous Noiſe. 
Thus every Knight Adventurer he doth trim, 
And now no Creature dares encounter him. 

Ralph. In God's Name, I will fight with him, kind Sir, 
Go but before me to this diſmal Cave Wher 
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Where this huge Giant Barbaroſo dwells, 
And by that virtue that brave Ry/iclere, 
That damned brood of ugly Giunts flew, 
And Palmer in Frannarco overthrew :- 
doubt not but to curb this Traytor foul, 
And to the Devil ſend his guilty Soul. 
Hoſt. Brave ſprighted Knight, thus far I will perform 
This your requeſt, I'll bring you within ſight 
Of this moſt loathſome Place, inhabited 
By a more loathſome Man: But dare not ſtay, 
For his main force ſwoops all he ſces away. 
Ralph. Saint George ſet on before, march Squire and 
Page. | [ Exeunt. 
Wife. George, doſt think Ralph will confound the Giant ? 
Cit, Ihold my Cap to a farthing he does: Why Nell, 1 
ſaw him Wreſtle with the great Dutchman, and hurl him. 
Wife. Faith and that Dutchman was a goodly Man, if all 
things were anſwerable to his Bigneſs: And yet they ſay 
there was a Scottiſbman higher than he, and that they 
two and a Knight met, and ſaw one another for nothing: 
but of all the Sights that ever were in London, ſince 1 was 
Married, methinks the little Child that was ſo fair grown 


about the Members was the prettieſt, that and the Her- 


maphrodite. 

Git, Nay, by your leave Nel, Ninivie was better. 

Wife. Ninivie, O that was the Story of u and the 
Wall, was it not George? 

Cit. Yes Lamb. 

Enter Miſtreſs Merry-thought. 8 

Wife. Look George, here comes Miſtreſs Merry-tbought 
again, and I would have Ralph come and fight with the 
Giant, I tell you true I long to ſee'r. 

Cz. Good Miſtreſs Merry-thought be gone, I pray you 
for my ſake, I pray you forbear a little, you ſhall have 
Audience preſently, I have a little Buſineſs. 

Wife. Miſtreſs Merry-tbought, if-it pleaſe you to refrain 
your Paſſion a little, till Ralph have diſpatcht the Giant 
out of the way, we ſhall think our ſelves much bound to 
thank you: I thank you good Miſtreſs Merry-rboughr. 

(Exit Miſtreſs Merry-thought. 
Entey 
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Enter a Boy. 

Cit. Boy, come hither, ſend away Ralph and this 
W horeſon Giant quickly. 

Boy. In good faith, Sir, we cannot; you'll utterly ſpoil 
our Play, and make it to be hiſt, and it coſt Mony, you 
will not ſuffer us to go on with our Plots; 1 pray Gentle. 
men rule him. 

Cit. Let him come now and diſpatch this, and Il 
trouble you no more. 

Boy. Will you give me your Hand of that? 

Wife. Give him thy HandGeorge, do, and I'll kiſs him, I 
warrant thee the Youth means plainly. 

Boy. VII ſend him to you preſently. (Exit By. 

Wife. I thank you little Youth; fen the Child hath a 
ſweet Breath George, but I think it be troubled with the 
Worms, Cardums Benedictus and Marie's Milk were the 
only thing in the World for't. O Kalpb's here, George; 
God ſend thee good luck Ralph. 

Enter Ralph, Hoſt, Squire and Dwarf. 

Hoft. Puiſſant Knight, yonder bis Manſion is, 
Lo, where the Spear and Copper Baſon are, 
Behold the String on which hangs many a Tooth, 
Drawn from the gentle Jaw of wandring Knights, 
I dare nor ſtay to ſound, he will appear. [Exit Hiſt 

Ralph. O faint not Heart: Suſan my Lady dear, 
The Cobler's Maid in MzI&-Srtreer, for whole ſake 
I take theſe Arms, O let the Thought of thee 
Carry thy Knight through all adve:turous Deeds, 
And in the Honour of thy beauteous ſelf, 

May I deſtroy this Monſter Barbaroſ; 
Knock Squire upon the Bafon 'till it break 
With the ſhrill Strokes, or 'till the Giant ſpeak. 
| Enter Barbaroſo. | 
NINO George, the Giant, the Giant, now Ralph for 
thy Life. = 

Bar. What fond unknowing Wight is this, that dares, 
So rudely knock at Barbaroſſa's Cell, f 
Where no Man comes, but leaves his Fleece behind? 

Ralph. l, traiterous Caitiff, who am ſent by Fate 
To punith all the ſad Enormities Ie 
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Thou haſt committed againſt Ladies gentle, 
And Errant Knights, Traitor to God and Men: 
Prepare thy ſelf, this is the diſmal Hour 
Appointed for thee to = ſtrict Account 
Of all thy beaſtly treacherous Villanies. 

Bar. Fool-hardy Knight, full ſoon thou ſhalt aby 
This fond Reproach, thy Body will I bang, 

He takes down bis Pole. 

And loe upon that —_ thy Teeth ſhall hang 
prepare thy ſelf, for dead ſoon ſhalt thou be. 

Ralph. Saint George for me. [They feb. 

Bar. Gargantua for me. 

Wife. To him Ralph, to him, hold up the Giant, ſet out 
thy Leg before, Kelp. 

Cit. Falſifie a Blow Ralph, falſifie a Blow, the Giant 
lyes open on the left ſide. | 

Wife. Bear't off, bear't off ſtill; there Boy; O Ralp}'s 
almoſt down, Raltb's almoſt down. 

Ralph. Suſan inſpire me, now have up again. 

Wife. Up, up, up, up, up, ſo Ralph, down with 
him, down with him Ralph, 

Git, Fetch him over the Hip, Boy. 

Wife, There Boy, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, Ralph. 

Cir. No Ralph, get all out of him firſt. | 

Ralph. Preſumptuous Man, ſee to what deſperate End 
Thy Treachery hath brought thee; the juſt Gods, 
Who never proſper thofe that do deſpiſe them, 
For all the Villanies which thou haſt done 
To Knights and Ladies, now have paid thee home, 
By my ſtiff Arm, a Knight adventurous. 
But ſay, vile Wretch, before I ſend thy Soul 
To ſad Avernus, whither it muſt go, ** 

What Captives holdſt thou in thy ſable Cave? 
| Bar. Go in and free them all, thou haſt the Day. 
Ralph. Go Squire and Dwarf, ſearch in this dreadful 


And free the wretched Priſonersfromtheir Bonds. (Cave, 


Exe. Squire and Dwarf. 
Bar. I crave for Mercy as thou art a Knight, 
And ſcorn'fi to ſpill the Blood of thoſe that beg. 
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Ralph. Thou ſheweſt no mercy, nor ſhalt thou 
Preis thy ſelf, for thou ſhalt ſorely dye, en 
Enter Squire leading one winking, with a Baſon under his Chin 
Squire. Behold brave Knight here is one Priſoner, x 
Whom this wild Man hath uſed as you ſee. 
Wife. This is the wiſeſt word I hear the Squire ſpeak 
Ralph.Speak whatthouart, and how thou haſtbeen us'd. 
That I may give him condign Puniſhment. ö 
1 Knight. 1 am a Knight that took my Journey Poſt 
Northward from London, and in courteous wiſe, 
This Gyant train'd me to his Den, 
Under pretence of killing of the Itch, 
And all my Body with a Powder ſtrew'd, 
That ſmarts and ſtings, and cut away my Beard, 
And my curl'd Locks wherein were Ribands ty'd, 
And with a water waſht my tender Eyes, 
W hilſt up and down about me ſtill he skipt, 
Whoſe virtue is, that 'till my Eyes be wip'd 
With a dry Cloth, for this my foul diſgrace, 
I ſhall not dare to look a Dog i'th' Face. 
Wife. Alas poor Knight, relieve him Ralpb, relieve poor 
Knights whilſt you live. 
Ralph. My truſty Squire convey him to the Town, 
W here he may find relief; adieu fair Knight. [ Ex. Knight. 
Enter Dwarf leading one with a patch. o'er bis Noſe. 
Dwarf. Puiſſant Knight of the Burning Peſtle height, 
See here another Wretch, whom this foul Beaſt 
Hath ſcorch'd and ſcor'd in this inhuman wiſe. 
Ralph. Speak me thy Name, and eke thy place of Birth, 
And what hath been thy uſage in this Cave. 
2 Knight. 1 am a Knight, Sir Pock-hbole is my Name, 
And by my Birth I am a Londoner, 
Free by my Copy, but my Anceſtors 
Were Frenchmen all, and riding hard this way, 
Upon a trotting Horſe, my Bones did ake, 
And I faint Knight to eaſe my weary Limbs, 
Light at this Cave, when ſtraight this furious Fiend, 
With ſharpeſt Inſtrument of pureſt Steel, 
Did cut the Griſtle of my Noſe away, 
And in the place this Velvet Plaſter ſtands ; 
Relicve me, gentle Knight, out of his Hands. Wife 
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Wife. Good Ralph relieve Sir Pockhole, and ſend him 
away, for in truth his Breath ſtinks. 

Ralph. Convey him ſtraight after the other Knight : 
Sir Pockbole fare you well. | 

3 Knight. Kind Sir, good Night. [ Exit. 


[ Cries within, 


Man. Deliver us. Wom. Deliver us. 

Wife, Harke George, what a wotul cry there is, I think 
ſome Woman lies in there. Man. Deliver us. 

Wim. Deliver us. 

Ralph. What ghaſtly noiſe is this? ſpeak Barbar, 

Or by this blazing Steel thy Head goes off. 

Barb. Priſoners of mine, whom | in Diet keep, 

Send lower down into the Cave, 

And in a Tub that's heated {micaking hor, 

There may they find them, and deliver them. 

Ralph. Run Squire and Dwarf, deliver them with (peed. 
Exeuut Squire aud Ian,. 
Mife. But will not Ralph kill this Giant, ſurely Lam at raid 

if he let him go he will do as much hurt as ever he did. 
t. Not ſo Mouſe neither, it he could convert him. 
Wife. Ay, George, if he could convert him; but a Giant 

is not ſo ſoon converted as ore of us ordinary People. 

There's a pretty Tale of a Wich, that had the Devil's 

mark about her, God bleſs us, that had a Giant to her 

Son, that was call'd Lob=lze-by-the-fire, didit never hoar 

it George? 

Enter Squire leading a Alan with @ glaſs of Lotion in his 
Hand, and the Dwarf leading a Woman, with Dyet- 
bread and Drink. 

Cit. Peace, Nell, here comes the Priſoners. 
Dwarf. Here be theſe pined Wretches, manful Knight, 

Thar for theſe fix Weeks have not ſeen a Wight. 

Ralph. Deliver what you are, and how you came 

To this fad Cave, and what your Uſage was? 

Man. I am an Errant Knight that followed Arms, 

Wich Spear and Shicld, and in my tender Years 

| ſtrucken was with Cupid's fiery Shaft, 

And fell in Love with this my Lady dear, 

And ſtole her from her Friends in Tirnballaſirset, 

Yo, . D And 
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And bore her up and down from Town to Town, 

Where we did Eat and Drink and Muſick here; 

Till at the length at this unhappy Town 

We did arrive, and coming to this Cave, 

This Beaſt us caught, and put us in a Tub, 

Where we this two Months ſwear, and ſhould have done 

Another Month if you hid not relieved us. 

Wom. This Bread and Water hath our Diet bcen, 
Together with a Rib cut from a Neck 
Of burned Mutton ; hard hath been our fare, 

Releaſe us from this ugly Giant's ſnare. 
Man. This hath been half the Food we have receciy'., 

But only twice a day for novelty, 

He gavea Spoonful of his hearty Broth | Pulls out a Siringe. 

To each of us, through this ſame tender (Quill. 

Ralph. From this infernal Monſter you ſhall go, 
That ufeth Knights and gentle Ladies ſo. 

Convey them hence. [ Exeunt Man and Woman, 
Cit. Cunny, I can tell thee the Gentlemen like Ralph. 
Wife. Ay George, I ſee it well enough. Gentlemen, [ 

thank you all heartily for gracing my Man Ralph, and 

promiſe you, you ſhall ſee him oftner. | 

Bar. Mercy, great Knight, I do recant my Ill, 
And henceforth never gentle Blood will ſpill. 

Ralph. I give thee Mercy, but yet thou ſhalt ſwear 
Upon my Burning Peſtle to perform 
Thy promiſe utter'd. 

Bar. | ſwear and kiſs. 

Ralph. Depart then and amend. : 
Come Squire and Dwarf, the Sun grows towards his ſet, 
And we have many mor- Adventures yet. | Exennt. 

Cit. Now Ralphis in this humour, I know he would ha 
beaten all the Boys in the Houſe, if they had been fer on 
him. | 

IVifz. Ay, George, but it is well as it is: I warrant Jou 
the Gentlemen do conſider what it is to overthrow a G. 
ant: but look, George, here comes Miſtreſs Merry-thugli, 
and her Son Michael; now you are welcome Miſtres 
Merry-rhought, now Ralph has done you may go on. 

Enter Miſtreſs Merry- thought and Michael. 

Miſt. Mer. Mice, my Boy? Ach, 
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Mich. Ay forſooth Mother. 

Miſt. Mer. Be merry ice, we are at home now, where 
I warrant you, you thall find the Houle flung our of the 
Windows: Hark; hey Dogs, hey, this is the old World 
faith with my Husband: I'll get in among them, I'll play 
them ſuch leſſon, that they ſhall have little liſt ro come 
ſcraping hither again. Why Maſter AMerry- thought, Huſ- 
band, Charles Merry- bought. 

Old Mer. within. If you will Sing, and Dance, and 
Laugh, and Hollow, and Laugh again; and then cry 
There Boys, there: why then, 

One, two, three, and four, | 
We ſhall be merry within this hour. 

Miſt. Mer. Why Charles, do you not know your own na- 
tural Wife? I ſay open the Door, and turn me out thoſe 
mangy Companions, 'tis more than time that they were 
Fellow like with you: you are a Gentleman Charles, and 
an old Man, and Father of two Children; and [ my ſelf, 
(though I ſay it) by my Mother's fide, Niece to a Wor- 
ſhipful Gentleman, and a Conductor, he has been three 
times in his Majeſty's Service at Cheſter, and is now the 
fourth time, God bleſs him, and his charge upon his 
journey. 

Old Mer. Go from my Window, Love go: 

Go from my Window, my Dear, 
The Wind and the Rain will drive you back again, 
lou cannot be lodged here. | 

Hark you Miſtreſs Merry-thouglit, you that walk upon 
Adventures, and forſake your Husband, becauſe he ſin gs 
wich never a Penny in his Purſe ; what, ſhall I think my 
elf the worſe? Faith no, Ill be merry. | 

You come not here, here's none but Lads of mettle, 
lives of a hundred Years, and upwards, care never drunk 
their Bloods, nor want made them warble. | 

Hey-ho, my Hzcart is heavy. 

Miſt. Mer. Why Maſter Merry-tbought, what am I 
that you ſhould laugh me to ſcorn thus abruptly? am 
not your F cllow-feeler, as we may ſay, in all our miſcries ? 
your comforter in health and ſickneſs? have l not brought 
you Children? are they not like you, Charles? look upon 

2 thine 
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thine own Image, hard-hearted Man; and yet for all 
this — - 

Old Mer. within. Begon, begon my Juggy, my Puggy, 

begon my Love, my Dear: 

The weather is warm, twill do thee no harm, thou canſt 

not be lodged here. 
Be merry Boys, ſome light Muſick, and more Wine. 

Nie. He's not in carneſt, I hope George, is he? 

Cit. What if he be, Sweetheart ? 

IWife Marry if he be, George, I'll make bold to tell 
him he's an ignorant old Man, to uſc his Bed-fellow ſo 
ſcurvily. 

Cit. What, how does he uſe her Honey? 

Wife. Marry come up fir Sauce-box, Ithink you'll take 
his part, will you nor? Lord how hot are you grown: 
you are a fine Man an you had a fine Dog, it becomes 
you ſweetly. 

Cit. Nay, prithee Nell chide not: for as Iam an ho- 
neſt Man, and a true Chriſtian Grocer, I do not like his 
doings. 

Wife. I cry you mercy then George, you know we arc 
all frail, and ſull of infirmities. D'ye hear Maſter Merr;- 
thought, may I crave a word with you? 

Old Mer. within. Strike up lively Lads. 

Wife. I had not thought in truth, Maſter 1/erry-tborghr, 
that a Man of your Age and Diſcretion, as I may ſay, be- 
ing a Gentleman, = therefore known by your gene 
conditions, could have uſed ſo little reſpect to the weak- 
neſs of his Wite: for your Wife is your own Fleſh, the 
ſtaff of your Age, your Yoke-fellow, with whoſe hp 
you draw through the mire of this tranſitory World: 
Nay, the's your own Rib. And again — 

Od Mer. I come not hither for thee to teach, 

I have no Pulpit for thee to preach, 
would thou hadſt Kkiſs'd me under the Breech, 
As thou art a Lady gay. 

Wife. Marry with a vengeance, | 
| am heartily ſorry for the poor Gentlewoman: but it 
were thy Wife, 1faith gray Beard, faith —<—— 

t. I prithee ſweet Hony-ſuckle, be content. 


Wife 
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Wife. Give me ſuch Words that am a Gentlewoman 
Born, hang him hoary Raſcal. Get me ſome drink George, 
| am almoſt molten with fretting : Now beſhrew his 
Knaves Heart for it. 

Old Mer. Play me a light Lavalto: Come, be frollick, 
fill the good Fellows Wine. 

Miſt. Mer. Why Maſter Aerry- thought, are you diſ- 
poſed to make me wait here: You'll open I hope, I'll 
terch them that thall open elſe. 

Old Mer. Good Woman, it you will Sing, Fl give you 
ſomcthing, if not 


SONG. 


Tos are o Love for me Marget, I am no Love for you. 
Come aloft Boys, al ft. 


fiſt. Mer. Now a Churlcs fart in vour Teeth Sir; 
Come Mick, we'll not trouble him, a ſhall not ding us 
tht Tecth with his Bread and his Broth, that he ſhall not: 
Come Boy, I'll provide for thee, I warrant thee : We'll 
go to Maſter Venterwels the Merchant, I'll get his Letter 
to mine Hoſt of the Bell in Waltham, there Ill place thee 
with the Tapſter, will not that do well for thee Micſt ? 
And let me alone for that old Cuckoldy Knave your Fa- 
ther, Pl uſe him in his kind, I warrant ye. 

Wife. Come George, where's the Beer? 

Ct. Here Love. 

Wife. This old fornicating Fellow will not out of my 
Mind yet; Gentlemen, I'll begin to you all, I deſire more 
ot your Acquaintance, with all my Heart. Fill the Gen- 
tlemen ſome Beer, George. | 


U—ü—üͤ— — 


ACTIV. SCENE I 


Boy Danceth. 


Wi £8 OK George, the little Boy's come again, me- 
LI thinks he looks ſomething like the Prince of 
Uranzein his long Stocking, if he had a little harneſs about 
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his Neck. George, Iwill have him dance Fading; Fading 
is a fine Jig, I aſſure you Gentlemen: Begin Brother, 
now a Capers {ſweet Heart, now a turna th'toe, and then 
rumble : Cannot you tumble, Youth ? 

Boy. No indeed forſooth. 

Wife. Nor eat Fire? Boy, Neither. 

Wife. Why then I thank you heartily, there's two 
Pence to buy you Points withal. 

Enter Jaſper and Boy 

Jaſp. There Boy, deliver this: But do it well. Haſt 
thou provided me four Luſty Fellows, 
Able to carry me? And art thou perfect 
In all thy Buſineſs? Boy. Sir you need not fear, 
I have my Leſſon here, and cannot mils it: 
The Men are ready for you, and what elſe > 
Pertains to this Imployment. TJaſp. There my Boy, 
Take it, but buy no Land. Boy. Paith Sir *twere rare 
To ſee fo young a Purchaſer : 1 flic, 
And on my Wings carry your Deſtiny. Exit. 

Jaſp. Go, and be happy : Now my lateſt hope 
Forſake me not, but fling thy Anchor out, 
And let it hold: Stand, fix thou rolling Stone, 
Till | enjoy my deareſt : Hear me all 
You Powers that rule in Men Celeſtial. [ Exit 

Wife. Go thy ways, thou art as crooked a Sprig as cver 
grew in London, | warrant him hell come to ſome naugh- 
ty end or other; for his Looks ſay no leſs : Beſides, his 
Father (you know, George) is none of the beſt, you heard 
him take me up like a Gill flit. and ſing bawdy Song 
upon me: But I'taith if I live, George —— | 

Cit. Let me alone Sweet-heart, I have a trick in my 
Head ſhall lodge him in the Arches for one Year, and make 
him ſing Peccavi, e er I leave him, and yet he ſtrall net 
know who hurt him neither. 

Wife. Do, my good George, do. | 

(ir. What ſhall we have Ralph do now, Boy? 

Bay. You ſhall have what you will, Sir. 

Cir. Why ſo Sir, go and fetch me him then, and kt 
the Sophy of Perfia come and Chriſſen him a Child. 


Bi. 
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Boy. Believe me Sir, that will not do ſo well, 'tis ſtale, 
it has been had before at the Red Bull. 

Wife. George, let Ralph Travel over great Hills, and let 
him be weary, and come to the King ot Cracovia's Houſe, 
covered with Velvet, and there let the King's Daughter 
ſtand in her Window all in bearen Gold, combing her 
Golden Locks with a Comb of Jvory, and let her ſpy 
Ralph, and fall in Love with him, and come down to him, 
and carry him into her Father's Houle, and then let Ry 71 
talk with her. 

Cit. Well ſaid Nell, it ſnall be ſo: Boy, let's ha't done 
quickly. 

Boy. Sir, if you will imagine all this to be done alrea— 
dy, you ſhall hear them talk together: Bur we cannoc 
preſent a Houſe covered with black Velvet, and a L:dy 
in beaten Gold. 

Cit. Sir Boy, let's ha't as you can then. 

Boy. Beſides, it will ſhew ill-favouredl to have a Gro- 
cer's Prentice to court a King's Daughter. 

Cit, Will it ſo Sir? You are well read in Hiſtories : ! 
pray you what was Sir Dagomet Was not he Prentice to 
a Grocer in Londhn? Read the Play of the Four Prentices 
of London, where they toſs their Pikes fo : I pray you 
tetch him in Sir, fetch him in. 

Boy. It ſhall be done, it is not our fault, Gentlemen. 

N Exit. 

Wife. Now we ſhall ſee fine doings 1 thee 
George. O here they come; how piettily the King of 
Cracovia's Daughter is dreſt. 

Enter Ralph and the Lady, Squire and Dwaz}. 

Cit, Ay, Nell, it is the faſhion of that Country, I war- 
rant thee, 

Lady. Welcome Sir Knight unto my Father's Court, 
King of Moldavia, unto me Pompiona 
His Daughter dear: But ſure you do not like 
Your entertainment, that will ſtay with us 
No longer but a Night. Ralph. Damſel right fair, 

I'm on many fad Adventures bound, 
Thar call me forth into the Wilderneſs: 
Belides, my Horſe's Back is ſomething gal'd, 
D 4 Which 
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Which will enforce me ride a ſober pace. 


But many thanks, fair Lady, be to you, 
For uſing errant Knight with courteſie. 


— 


5 Lady. But ſay, brave Knight, what is your Name and 
11th ? 
Ralph. My Name is Ralfh, I am an Engliſhman, 
As true as Steel, a heaity Engliſhman, 
A d Prentice to a Grocer in the Strand, 
By deed indent, of which | have one part: 
But fortune calling me to follow Arms, 
On me this holy Order I did take, 
Ot Burning Peſtle, which in all Mens Eyes, 
| bear, confounding Ladies Enemies. 
Lady. Oft have I heard of your brave Countrymen, 
And fertile Soil, and ſtore of wholeſome Food; 
My Father oft will tell me of a drink 
In England found, and Nipitato call'd, 
Which driveth all the for:ow from your Hearts. 
Ralph. Lady 'tis true, you need not lay your Lips 
To better Nipitato than there is. 
Lady. And of a Wild-fowl he will often ſpeak, 
Which Powdcred Bcef and Muſtard called is: 
For there have been great Wars 'twixt us and you; 
Put truly Ralpb, it was not long of me. 
Tell me then Ralph, could you contented be, 
Lo wear a Lady's Favor in your Shield? 
Ralph. Jam a Knight of Religious Order, 
And will not wear a Favor of a Ladies 
That truſts in Antichriſt, and falſe traditions. 
Cit. Well ſaid Raltb, convert her if thou canſt. 
Raipn, Beſides, I have a Lady of my own 
In merry England; for whoſe virtuous ſake 
took theſe Arms, and Sfan is her Name, 
A Coblers Maid in Mi/kſtreet, whom I vow 
Neer to forlake, whilſt Life and Peſtle laſt. 
Lady. Happy that Cobling Dame, who cer the be, 
Thar tor her own (dear Ralph) hath gotten thce.. 
Unhappy I, that ne'er ſhall fee the Day 
To ſec thee more, that bear'ſt my Heart away. Ra 
Bey is ts | afl. 
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Ralpb. Lady farewel, I muſt needs take my leave. 
Lady. Hard-hearted Ralph, that Ladies doſt deceive. 
Cit, Hark thee Ralph, there's Mony for thee; give 
ſomething in the King of Cracovia's Houſe, be not be- 
holding to him. 
Ralph. Lady before I go, I muſt remember 
Your Father's Officers, who truth to tell, 
Have been about me very diligent : 
Hold up thy ſnowy Hand thou princely Maid, 
There's twelve Pence for your Father's Chamberlain. 
And another Shilling for his Cook, 
For by my troth the Goole was roaſted well. 
And twelve Pence for your Father's Horſe-keeper, 
For nointing my Horſe Back, and for his Butter, 
There is another Shilling to the Maid 
That waſh'd my Boot-hoſe, there's an Exgliſt Groat, 
And two Pence to the Boy that wip'd my Boots. 
And laſt, fair Lady, there is for your ſelf 
Three pence to buy you Pins at Bumbo Fair, 
Lady. Full many thanks, and I will keep them ſafe 
Ti!l all the Heads be off, for thy ſake Ralph. 
Ralph. Advance my Squire and Dwarf, I cannot ſtay. 
Lady. Thou kill'ſt my heart in parting thus away. 
| Exennt. 
Life. I commend Ralph yet, that he will not ſtoop to 
a Gachvian, there's properer Women in London than any 
are there, I wiſs. But here comes Maſter Humphrey, and 
his Love again, now George. 
Lit. Ay Cunny, Peace. 
Enter Merchant, Humphrey, Luce, and Boy. 
Merch. Go get you up, I will not be intreated. 
And Goſſip mine Pll keep you ſure hereafter 
From gadding out again, with Boys and Unthrifts 
Come they are Womens tears, I know your Faſhion. 
GoSirrah, lock her in, and keep the Key ¶ Exit Luce and 


Sie as your Life. Now my Son Humphrey, ( Boy 
Yon may both reſt aſſured of my Love 
In this, and reap your own Deſire. (Daughter, 


Humph. 1 ſee this Love you ſpeak of, through your 
Although the hole be little, and hereafter 


Will 
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Will yield the like in all I may or can, 
Fitting a Chriſtian, and a Gentleman. 

Merch. 1do believe you (my good Son) and thank you, 
For *twere an impudence to think you flattered. 

Humph. It were indeed, but ſhall I tell you why, 

I have been beaten twice about the lye. (ter 

Merch. Well Son, no more of Complement, my Daugh- 
Is yours again, appoint the time nd take her. 

We'll have no ſtealing for it, I my ſelf 
And ſome few of our Friends will ſee you married. 

Humph. I would you would i' faith, for be it known 
I ever was afraid to lye alone. | 

Merch. Some three Days hence then. . 

Humph. Three Days, let me ſee, 

Tis ſomewhar of the moſt, yet 1 agree, 

Becauſe I mean againſt the pointed Day, 

To viſit all my Friends in new Array. 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir, there's a Gentlewoman without would {pc4,. 
with your Worſhip. Mer. What is ſhe? 

Ser. Sir, I askt her not. 

Mer. Bid her come in. 

Enter Miſtreſs Merry-thought, and Michacl. 

Miſt. Mer. Peace be to your Worſhip, 1 come as a poo: 
Suitor to you Sir, in the behalf of this Child. 

Merch. Are you not Wife to Merry- thought? 

Miſt. Mer. Yes truly, would I had ne'er ſcen his Eyes, 
he has undone me and himſelf, and his Children, and there 
he lives at home. and ſings, and hoits, and revels among 
his drunken Companions, but I warrant you, where to 
get a penny to put Bread in his Mouth, he knows not: 
And therefore if it like your Worſhip, I would intreat 
your Letter to thg honeſt Hoſt of the Bell in Waltham, 
that I may place my Child under the protection of his 
Tapſter, in ſome ſetled courſe of Lite. 

Mer. lm glad the Heav'ns have heard my Prayers: Thy 

Husban d, 
When! was ripe in Sorrows, laught at me, 
Thy Son, like an unthankful Wretch, I having 
Redecm'd him from his fall, and made him mine, 


To ſhew his love again, firſt ſtole my Daughter: Then 
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Then wrong' d this Gentleman, and laſt of all 
Gave me that Grief, had almoſt brought me down 
Unto my Grave, had not a ſtronger Hand 
Reliev'd my Sorrows; go, and weep as | did, 

And be unpitied, for here | profeſs 

An everlaſting hate to all thy Name. 

Miſt. Mer. Will you fo Sir, how ſay youby that? Come 
Micke, let him keep his Wind to cool his Pottage, we'll go 
to thy Nurſes, Mecke, ſhe knits ſilk Stockings Boy, and 
we'll knit too Boy, and be beholding to none of them all. 

{ Exeunt Michael and Mother. 
Enter a Boy with à Letter. 

Boy. Sir, I take it you are the Maſter of this Houſe. 

Merch. How then Boy ? 

Boy. Then to your ſelf, Sir, comes this Letter. 

Merch. From whom, my pretty Boy ? 

Boy. From him that was your Servant, but no more 
Shall that Name ever be, for he is Dead, 

Griet of your purchas'd Anger broke his Heart ; 
I faw him die, and from his Hand receiv'd 

This Paper, with a charge to bring it hither, 
Read it, and fatisfic your ſelf in all. 


LETTER: 


Merch. 0 IR, that I have wronged your Love Imuſt confeſs, 
in which I have purchas'd to my ſelf, beſides 
mine own undoing, the ill Opinion of my Friends , let uot your 
Anger, good Sir, outlive me, out ſuper me to reſt in Peace 
with your forgiveneſs ; let my Body (if a dying Man may ſq 
much prevail with you) be brought to your Daugbter, that 
may know my hot Flames are now buried, and withal 
receive @ teſtimony of the Leal I bore her Virtue : Farewel 
for ever, and be ever happy. Jaſper. 
God's hand is great in this, I do forgive him, 
Yet am I glad he's quiet, where I hope 
He will not bite again: Boy bring the body, 
And let him have his Will, if that be all. 
Boy. *Tis here without Sir. Mer. So Sir, if you pleaſe 
You may conduct it in, I do not fear it. 
Humph. I'll be your Uſher Boy, for though! ſay it, 
He ow'd me ſomething once, and well did pay it. ¶ Exeunt. 
Enter 
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5 Enter Luce alone. 
Luce. If there be any Puniſhment inflicted 
Upon the miſerable, more than yet I feel, 
Let it together ſeize me, and at once 
Preis down my Soul, I cannot bear the Pain 
Of theſe delaying Tortures: Thou that art 
Theend of all, and the ſweet reſt of all, 
Come, come, oh Death, bring me to thy peace, 
And blor out all the memory I nouriſh 
Both of Father and my cruel Friend; 
O wretched Maid till living to he wretched, 
To bea ſay to Fortune in her Changes, 
And grow to number Times and Woes together. 
How happy had I been, if being Born 
My Grave had been my Cradle: 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. By your leave 
Young Miſtreſs, here's a Boy hath brought a Cofhn, 
What a would ſay I know not: But your Father 
Charg'd we to give you notice, here they come. 
Enter two bearing a Coffin, Jaſper in it. 
Luce. For me 1 hope 'tis come, and 'tis moſt welcome. 
Boy. Fair Miſtreſs, let me not add greater Grief 
To that great ſtore you have already; Faſper, 
That whilſt he liv'd was yours, now dead, 
And here inclos'd, commanded me to bring 
His Body hither, and to crave a Tear 
From thoſe fair Eyes, though he deſerve not Pity, 
To deck his Funeral, for ſo he bid me 
Tell her for whom he dy'd. Luce. He ſhall have many. 
[ Exeunt Coffin-carrier and By. 
Good Friends depart a little, whilſt I take 
My leave of this dead Man, that once I lov'd - 
Hold, yet a little, Life, and chen I give thee 
To thy firſt Heav'nly Being; O my Friend! 
Haſt thoudeceiv'd me thus, and got before me? 
I ſhall not long be after, but believe me, 
'Thou wert too cruel Jaſper *gainſt thy ſelf, 
In puniſhing the fault I could have pardon'd, 
With ſo untimely Death; thou didſt not wrong me, 
But ever wer't moſt kind, moſt true, moſt loving 
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And1 the moſt unkind, molt falſe, moſt cruel, 
Didſt thou but ask a Tear? PII give thee all, 
Even all my Eyes can pour down, all my Sighs, 
All my felt, before thou goeſt from me, 
Theſe are but ſparing Rites; bur if thy Soul 
Be yet about this Place, and can behold 

And ſee what I prepare to deck thee with, 

It hall go up, born on the Wings of Peace, 
And fatisfy'd : Firſt will 1 ſing thy Dirge, 
Then kiſs thy pale Lips, and then die my ſelf, 
And fill one Coffin, and one Grave together. 


. 
Come you whoſe Loves are dead, 
And whilſt I ſing, 


Weep and wring, 
Every Hand, and every Head, 
Bind with Cypreſs and ſad Ewe, 
Ribbands black, aud Candles blue, 
For bim that was of Men moſt true. 


Come with heavy Mourning, 

And on his Grave 

Let him have 
Sacrifice of Sighs and Groaning, 
Ler him have fair Flowers enow, 
White and Purple, Green and Tellow, 
For bim that was of Men moſt true. 


Thou fable Cloth, ſad Cover of my Joys, 

| lift thee up, and thus I meet with Death. (Heav'n! 
aſp. And thus you meet the Living. Luce. Save me 
Jaſp. Nay, do not flye me, Fair, I am no Spirit; 
ook better on me, do you know me yet? 
Lnce. O thou dear Shadow of my Friend. 
Jaſp. Dear Subſtance, 

| lwear I am no Shadow; fcel my Hand, 

lt is the fame it was, I am your Faſper, 

Your Faſper that's yet living, and yet loving; 

Pardon my raſh Attempt, my fooliſh Proof 

put in practice of your Conſtancy. 


For 
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For ſooner ſhould my Sword have drunk my Blood, 
And ſet my Soul at Liberty, than drawn 
The leaſt Drop from that Body, for which Boldneſs 
Doom me to any thing; if Death, I take it 
And willingly. Luce, This Death I'll give you for it: 
So, now I am fatisfy'd; you are no Spirit, 
But my own trueſt, trueſt, trueſt Friend, 
Why 4 you come thus to me? 

Faſp. Firſt, to ſee you, 
Then to convey you hence. 

Luce. It cannot be, 

For I am lock'd up here, and watch'd at all Hours, 
Thar 'tis * for me to ſcape. | 

Faſp. Nothing more poſſible, within this Coffin 

Do you convey your ſelf ; let me alone, 

have the Wits of twenty Men about me, 
Only I crave the Shelter of your Cloſet 

A little, and then fear me not; creep in 

That they may preſently convey you hence: 
Fear —— deareſt Love, I'll be your ſecond, 
Lye cloſe, ſo, all goes well yet; Boy. 

Boy. At hand, Sir. 

Jaſp. Convey away the Coffin, and be wary. 

Boy. Tis done already. 

Jaſp. Now mult I go conjure. [ Exit. 

Enter Merchant. | 

Merch. Boy, Boy. 

Boy. Your Servant, Sir. 

Merch. Do me this Kindneſs, Boy; hold here's a 
Crown: before thou bury the Body of this Fellow, car- 
ry it to his old merry Father, and ſalute him from me, 
and bid him fing, he hath Cauſe. 

Boy. I will, Sir. EY 

Merch. And then bring me Word what Tune he is in, 
and have another Crown; bur do it truly. 

I have fitted him a Bargain, now, will vex him. 
Boy. God bleſs your Worſhip's Health, Sir. 
Merch, Farewel, Boy. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Maſter Merry-thought. : 
Wife. Ah old Merry-thought, art thou there again? Lt 
ne ſome of thy Songs. Old Mer. 
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Old Mer. Who can ſing a merrier Note 
Than be that cannot change a Groat ? 

Not a Dinner left, and yet my Heart leaps; I do won- 
der yet, as old as I am, that any Man will follow a Trade, 
or ſerve, that may fing and laugh, and walk the Streets : 
My Wife and both my Sons are | know not where, I 
have nothing left, nor know I how to come by Mear 
to Supper, yet am I merry ſtill; for I know I ſhall find 
it upon the Table at ſix a Clock; therefore hang Thought. 
I would not be a Servingman to carry the the Cloak- 

Bag ſtill, 
Nor would I be a Faulconer the greedy Hawks to fill; 
But I would be in a good Houle, and have a good 
Maſter too; 
But I would eat and drink of the beſt, and no Work 
would I do. 
This is that keeps Life and Soul together, Mirth : This 
is the Philoſophers Stone thar they write ſo much on, 
that keeps a Man ever young. 
Enter a Boy. 

Boy. Sir, they ſay they know all your Mony is gone, 
and they will truſt you for no more Drink. 

Old Mer, Will they not? Let 'em chuſe: The belt is 
I have Mirth at home, and need not ſend abroad for 
that; let them keep their Drink to themſelves. 

For Fillian of Berry, ſhe dwells on a Hill, 

And the hath good Beer and Ale to ſell, 

And of good Fellows ſhe thinks no Il], 

And thither will we go now, now, now, and thither 

Will we go now. 

And when you have made a little ſtay, 

You need not know what is to pay, 

But kiſs your Hoſteſs, and go your way. And thither, &c. 
Enter another Boy. 

2 Boy. Sir, I can get no Bread for Supper. 

O14 Mer. Hang Bread and Supper, let's preſerve our 
Mirth, and we ſhall never feel Hunger, I'll warrant you; 
let's have a Catch, Boy follow me, come ſing this Catch. 

Hobo, no Body at home, Meat, nor Drink, nor Mom ha we 

Fill the Pot Eedy, never more need J. (none ; 


Old Mer. 
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Old Mer. So Boys, enough, follow me, let's change 
our Place, and we ſhall laugh afreſh. [Exennt. 

Wife. Let him go, George, a ſhall not have any Coun. 
tenance from us, not a good Word from any i'th' Com- 
pany, if I may ſtrike Stroak in't. 

Cit, No- more a ſhannot, Love; but Nell, Iwill have 
Ralph do a very notable Matter now, to the eternal 
Honour and Glory of all Grocers; Sirrah, you there, 
Boy, can none of you hear ? 

Boy. Sir, your Pleaſure. - 

Cit. Let Ralph come out on May Day in the Morning, 
and ſpcak upon a Conduit with all his Scarfs about him, 
and his Feathers, and his Rings, and his Knacks. 

Boy. Why, Sir, you do not think of our Plot, what 
will become of that then? 

Cit. Why, Sir, I care not what become on't. I“ 
have him come out, or I'll fetch him out my ſelf, I“ 
have ſomething done in Honour of the City; beſides 
he hath been long enough upon Adventures; bring him 
out quickly, for come amongſt you 

Boy. Well, Sir, he ſhall come out, but if our Play 
miſcarry, Sir, you are like to pay for't. [ekE!rit. 

Cit. Bring him away then. 

Mie. 'This will be brave i' faith: George, ſhall not he 
dance the Morrice too for the Credit of the Strand? 

Cir. No, Sweet-heart, it will be too much for the 


Boy. O there he is, Nell, he's reaſonable well in Re- 


pare], but he has not Rings enough. 
Euter Ralph. 
Ralph. London, zo thee I do preſent the merry Month 

of May, 
Let I — Subject be conrent to bear me what I ſay: 
For from the Top of Conduit Head, as plainly may afjea!, 
Iwill both rell my Name to you, and wherefire I came vere. 
My Name is Ralph, by due deſcent, though not ignoble l, 
Tet far inferior to the Flock of gracious Grocery. 
Aud by the Common-counſel of my Fellows in the Strand, 
With gilded Staff, and croſſed Scarf, the May-Ld bere I 

ſtand, 


Repyce 
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KRejoyce O Engliſh Hearts, rejyce, rejoyce O Lovers dear 

Kejoyce O City, Town, and Country, rejoyce eke every 
Shire; 

For now the flagrant Flowers do ſpring and ſprout in ſemely 


ort, 

The 5 Birds d fit and Sing, the Lambs dv make fine 
ſport, (Boy cry, 

And now the Burchin Tree doth bud that makes the Schnol 

The Marrice rings while Hobby Horſe doth foot it featuouſly : 

The Lords and Ladies now abroad, for their Diſport and 
Play, 

Do Kiſs * upon the Graſs, and ſometimes in the 
Hay. 

Now — with a leaf of Sage is good to purge the Blood, 

Ih Venus and Phlebotomy for they are neither good. 

Nw little Fiſh on tender Stune begin to caſt their Bellies, 

And ſluggiſh Snails, that erſt were mute, do creep out of 
their Shellies. 

The rumbling Rivers now do warm for little Boys to padlllle, 

The ſturdy Steed now goes to Graſs, and up they hang his 
Saddle. 

The heavy Hart, the blowing Buck, the Raſcal and the 
Pricket, 

Are now among the Veomans Peaſe, and leave the fearful 
Thicket. 

And be lite them, O you, I ſay, of this ſame noble Town, 

And lift aloft your velvet Heads, and ſlipping of your Gown : 

Wirth Bells on Legs, and Napkins clean unto your Shoulders 
ry'd, (cry'd : 

With Scarfs and Garters as you pleaſe, and Hey for our Town 

March out and ſbem your willing Minds, by twenty and 
by ewenty, 

7. 1 or to Newington, where Ale and Cakes are 
plenty. Fs: 

Aud let it ne'er be ſaid for ſhame, that we the Touths of 


London, | 

Lay thruming of our Caps at home, and left our Cuflom 
undone. 7 

Up then T ſay, both Tounz and Old, both Man and Maid 
a Meying, 

Vo I. V. E With 


— 2 
—— — _ 
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With Drums and Guns that bounce aloud, and merry Taler 
laying. | 
Which to prolong, God ſave our King, and ſend bis Corntry 
Peace 
And root ont Treaſon from the Land; and fo, my Friends, I 


ceaſe. 


A CT v. SCENE I 
Enter Merchant ſolus. 


Merch, 1 will have no great ſtore of Company at the 
Wedding, a couple of Neighbours and their 
Wives, and we will have a Capon in — Broth, with 
Marrow, and a good piece of Beef, ſtuck with Roſc- 
mary. 
s Enter Jaſper with his Face mealed. 
Faſp. Forbear thy pains, fond Man, it is too late, 
Merch. Heav'n bleſs me : Faſfer ? 
Jaſp. Ay, 1 am his Ghoſt, 
Whom thou haſt injur'd for his conſtant Love: 
Fond worldly Wretch, who doſt not underſtand 
In Death that true Hearts cannot parted be. 
Firſt know, thy Daughter 1s quite born away, 
On Wings of Angels, through the liquid Air 
Too far out of thy reach, and never more 
Shalt thou behold her Face: But ſhe and I 
Will in another World enjoy our Loves, 
Where neither Father's Anger, Poverty, 
Nor any Croſs that troubles earthly Men, 
Shall make us ſever our united Hearts. 
And never ſhalt thou fit, or be alone 
In any place, but I will viſit thee 
With gaſtly Looks, and put into thy Mind 
Ihe great Offences which thou didſt to me. 
When thou art at thy Table with thy Friends, 
Merry in Heart, and fill'd with ſwelling Wine, 
l come in midſt of all thy Pride and Mirth, 
Inviſible to all Men but thy ſelf, 
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And whiſper ſuch a ſad Tale in thine Ear, 
Shall make thee let the Cup fall from thy Hand, 
And ſtand as mute and pale as Death it (elf. 
Merch. Forgive me, 7aſper; Oh! What might I do, 
Tell me, to frtisfie thy troubled Ghoſt? 
Faſp. There is no means, too late thou think'ſt on this. 
Merch. But tell me what were beſt for me to do? 
Jaſp. Repent thy Deed, and ſatisfie my Father, 
And beat fond Humphrey out of thy Doors. | Exit Jaſper, 
unter Humphrey. 
Wife. Look George, his very Ghoſt would have folks 
beaten. | 
Humph. Father, my Bride is gone, fair Miſtreſs Luce, 
My Soul's the font of Vengeance, miſchiets Sluce. 
Merch. Hence Fool out of my ſight, with thy fond Paſ- 
Thou haſt undone me. | (ſion, 
Humpb. Hold my Father dear, g 
For Luce thy Daughter's ſake, that had no Peer. 
Merch. Thy Father, Fool? Thcre's ſome blows more, 
be gone. | 
Jaſper, | hope thy Ghoſt be well appealed, | 
To ſee thy Will perform'd, now I'll go 1 
To fatisfie thy Father for thy Wrongs. [ Exit, | 
Humph. What ſhall I do? I have been beaten twice, 
And Miſtreſs Luce is gone? Help me Device: 
Since my True- love is gone, I never more, 
Whilſt I do live, upon the Sky will pore 
Put in the dark will wear out my Shoo-ſoles 
In paſſion, in Saint Faitbs Church under Paul's. [ Exit. 
Wife. George call Ralph hither, if you love me call Ralph 
hither, I have thebraveſt thing for him to do George, pre- 
thee call him quickly 
Cir. Ralph, why Ralph, Boy. 
Enter Ralph. 
Ralph. Here, Sir. | 
Cit. Come hither Ralph, come to thy Miſtreſs, Boy. 
Wife. Ralph IJ would have thee call all the Youths to- 
gether in Battle-ray, with Drums, and Guns, and Flags, 
and march to Mile-end in pompous Faſhion, and there ex- 
hort your Soldiers to. be merry and wiſe, and to keep 
"3 their 


* 
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their Beards from burning, Ralpb; and then skirmiſh, and 
let your Flags fly, and cry, kill, kill, kill- My Husband 
{hall lend you his Jerkin Ralph, and there's a Scarfe; for 
he reſt, the Houſe ſhall furniſh you, and we'll pay for't: 
do it bravely Ralph, and think before whom you per- 
form, and what Perſon you repreſent. . 

Ralph. T warrant you Miſtreſs, if I do it not, for the 
honour of the City, and the credit of my Maſter, let me 
never hope for freedom. 

Wife. Tis well ſpoken i'faith; go thy ways, thou art 
a Spark indeed. 

Cit. Ralph, double your Files bravely Ralph. 

Kalph. 1 warrant you, Sir. [ Exit Ralph. 

Cit. Let him look narrowly to his Service, I ſhall take 
him elſe; I was there my ſelf a Pike-man once, in the 
hotteſt of the Day, Wench, had my Feather ſhot ſhear 
away, the fringe of my Pike burnt off with Powder, my 
Pate broken with a ſcouring- ſtick, and yet I thank God 
I am here. | [ Drum within, 

Wife. Hark George, the Drums. 

Cit. Ran, tan, tan, tan, ran tan: Oh Wench an thou 
hadſt but ſeen little Ned of Aldgate, drum Ned, how he 
made it roar again, and laid on like a Tyrant, and then 
{truck ſoftly till the Ward came up, and then thundered 
again, and together we go: Sa, fa, ſa, bounce quoth the 
Guns; courage my Hearts, quoth the Captains: Saint 
George, quoth the Pike-men; and withal here they lay, 
and there they lay: And yet for all this I am here Wench. 

Wife. Be thankful for it George, for indeed 'tis won- 
derful. | 

Enter Ralph and his Company with Drums and Colours. 

_ Ralph. March fair my Hearts; Lieutenant, beat the 
Rear up: Ancient, let your Colours fly; but have a great 
care of the Butchers Hooks at White-Chappel, they have 
been the Death of many a fair Ancient. Open your Files, 
that I may take a view both of your Perſons and Mun 
tion: Serjeant, call a Muſter. 

Serj. A ſtand, William Hamerton Pewterer. 

Ham. Here Captain. | 

Ralph. A Corſlet and a Saniſb Pike; tis well, can 
you ſhake it with a Terror? Ham. 
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Ham. I hope ſo, Captain. 

Ralph. Charge upon me, tis with the weakeſt : Put 
more ſtrength William Hamerton, more ſtrength : As you 
were again; proceed Serjeant. 

Serj. George Green-gvoſe, Poulterer. 

Green, Here, 

Ralph. Let me ſee your Peice Neighbour Green-gonſe, 
when was ſhe ſhot in? 

Green. And like you Maſter Captain, I made a ſhort 
even now, partly to ſcour her, and partly for audacity. 

Ralph. It ſhould ſeem ſo certainly, for her Breath is 

et inflamed : Beſides, there is a main fault in the touch- 
hole, it runs and ſtinketh; and I tell you moreover, and 
believe it, ten ſuch rouch-holes would breed the Pox in 
the Army; Get you a Feather, Neighbour, get you a 
Feather, Sweet Oil and Paper, and your Peice may co 
well enough yet. Where's your Powder? 

Green. Here. 

Ralph. What, ina Paper? As I am a Soldier and a Gen- 
tleman, it craves a Martial Court: You ought to die for't- 
Wheres your Horn? Anſwer me to that. 

Green, An't like you Sir, | was oblivious. 

| Ralph. It likes me not it ſhould be ſo; tis a ſhame for 
you, and a ſcandal to all our Neighbours, being a Man of 
Worth and Eſtimation, to leave your Horn behind you : 
I am afraid *twill breed example. But let me tell you no 
more on't; ſtand till I view you all. What's become 
o'th* Noſe of your Flask? 

1 Sold. Indeed law Captain, *twas blown away with 
Powder. | 

| Ralph, Put on anew one at the Cities Charge. Where's 
the Stone of this Peice ? 

2 Sold. The Drummer took it out to light Tobacco. 

Ralph.” Tis a fault my Friend, put it in again: You want 
a Noſe, and you a Stone; Serjeant, take a Note on't, for I 
mean to ſtop it in the Pay. Remove and march, foft and 
fair Gentlemen; ſoft and fair : double and files, as you 
were, faces about. Now you with the ſodden Face, keep in 
there: Look to your Match Sirrah, it will be in your Fellows 
Flask anon. So make a Creſcent now, advance your Pikes, 

| E 3 | ſtand 
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ſtand and give car, Gentlemen, Country-men, Friends, and 
my teliow=Soldiers, | have brought you this Day from the 
Shop of Security, and the Counters of Content, to mea- 
ſure out in theſe furious Fields, Honour by the Ell, and 
Prowels by the Pound : Let it not, O ler it not, I fay, 
be told hereaftcr, the noble Iflue of this City fainted; 
but bear your ſelves in this fair action, like Men, valiant 
Men, and free Men: Fear not the Face of the Enemy, 
nor the noiſe of the Guns; for believe me Brethren, 
the rude rumbling of a Brewer's Carr is more terrible, 
ot which you have a daily Experience: Neither let the 
ink of Powder offend you, ſince a more valiant ſtink 
is nightly with you. To a reſolved Mind, his home is 
every where: I ſpeak not this to take away the hope of 
your return; for you ſhall ſee (I do not doubt it) and 
that very ſhortly, your loving Wives again, and your 
{weet Children, whoſe care doth bear you company in 
Baskets. Remember then whoſe Cauſe you have in hand, 
and like a ſort of true-born Scavengers, ſcour me this 
famous Realm of Enemies. I have no more to fay but 
this: Stand to your tacklings Lads, and ſhew to the 
World, you can as well brandiſh a Sword, as ſhake an 
Apron. Saint George, and on my Hearts. 

Omnes. Saint George, Saint George. [ Exennt. 

Wife. Twas well done Ralph, 111 fend thee a cold Ca- 
pon a field, and a Bottle of March. Beer; and, it may be, 
come my ſelf to ſee thee. 

Cit, Nell, the Boy hath deceiv'd me much, I did not 
think it had been in him? He has perform'd ſuch a mat- 
ter Wench, that if I live, next Year ['llhave him Captain 

z ofthe Gallifoiſt, or Pll want my Will. 
Enter Old Merry-thought. a 

Old Mer. Vet I thank God, 1 break not a Wrinkle 
more than I had, not a ſtoop Boys? Care live with Cats, 
I defie thee, my Heart is as ſound as an Oak; and tho | 
wart Drink to wet my whiſtle, I can fing. 

Come no more there Boys, come no more there : 

For we ſhall never whilft we live, come any more there. 


— 
_ 
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Enter a Boy with a Coffin, 
Boy. God fave you Sir. 
Old Mer. It's a brave Boy: Can'ſt thou ſing? (time. 
Boy. Ves Sir, I can ſing, but tis not fo neceſſary at this 
015 Mer. Sing we, and chaunt it, whilſt love doth grant it. 
Boy. Sir, Sir, if you knew what have brought you, you 
would have little liſt to ſing. (fought, 
Old Mer. Oh the Mimon round, full long I have thee 
And now [I have thee found, and what haſt thou here 
brought ? 
Boy. A Coffin, Sir, and your dead Son Faſper in it. 
Old Mer. Dead? Why farewel he: 
Thou waſt a bonny Boy, and I did love thee. 
Enter Jalper. 
7aſp. Then I pray you Sir, do fo ſtill. 
Old Mer. Jaſper's Ghoſt ? Thou art welcome from $S/y- 
gian-lake ſo ſoon, (done. 

Declare to me what wondrous things in Pluto's Court arc 
Faſp. By my troth Sir, I ne'er came there, tis foo hot 

for me Sir. 
Old Mer. A merry Ghoſt, a very merry Ghoſt. 

And where is your true Love ? Oh where is yours ? 
Faſp. Marry look you Sir. [ Heaves up the Crffin. 
Old Mer. Ah ha! Art thou good at that I*taith ? 

With hey trixie terlerie-whiskin, the World it runs on 

Wheels. 
When the ycung Man's — up goes the Maiden's Hee!s, 
Miſtreſs Merry-thought and Michael within. 

Miſt. Mer. What Mr. Merry-thuught, will you not let's 
in? What do you think ſhall become of us? 

Old. Mer. What Voice is that that calleth at our Door? 

Miſt. Mer. You know me well enough, I am ſurel have 
not been ſuch a Stranger to you. | 

Old er. And ſome they whiſtled, and ſome they ſung, 

Hey down, down : And ſome did loudly ſay, ever as the Lord 

Barnet's Horn blew, Away Muſerave away. 

Miſt. Mer. You will not have us ſtarve here, will you, 

Maſter Merry-thought ? | 
Jaſp. Nay, good Sir be perſwaded, ſhgis my Mother: If 

her offences have been great againſt you, ſet your own Love 


remember ſhe is yours, and lo forgive her, 
E 4 : Luce. 
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Luce. Good Maſter Merry-thought, let me intreat you, 
I will not be denied. 

Miſt. Mer. Why Maſter Merry- thought, will you be a 
vext thing ſtill? 

Old. Mer. Woman I take you to my love again, but you 
ſhall ing before you enter; therefore diſpatch your Song, 
and ſo come in. 

Miſt. Mer. Well, you muſt have your Will when all'; 
done; Mich. what Song can'ſt thou ſing, Boy? 

Mich. Ican fing none forſooth, but a Lady's Daughter 
of Parts properly. | 
Mich. Mer. Song. It was a Lady's Daughter, &c. 
Old Mer. Come, you're welcome home again. 
If ſuch danger be inplaying, and jeſt mult to earneſt turn, 
You ſhall go no more a Maying. | 
Merch. within. Are you within, Sir, Maſter Aſery- 
thought £ | 
Faſp. It is my Maſter's Voice, good Sir, go hold him 
talk whilſt we convey ourſelves into ſome inward Room. 
Old Mer. What are you? are you merry? you muſt be 
very merry if you enter, 
Merch. I am, Sir. 
Old Merch. Sing then. 
Aer. Nay, good Sir open to me. 
Old Mer. Sing, 1 ſay, or by the merry Heart you come 
not in. 
Merch. Well, Sir, I'll ſing. 
| Fortune my Foe, &c. 
Old Merch. You are welcome, Sir, you are welcome: 
you {ie your Entertainment, pray you be merry. 
Mer. Oh Maſter Merry-tbought, Iam come to ask you 
Fo giveneſs for the wronos I offered you, 
And your moſt virtuous Son, they're infinite, 
Vet my contrition ſhall be more than they. 
do confeſs my hardneſs broke his Heart, 
For which juſt Heav'n hath' given me Puniſhment 
More than my Age can carry; his wandring Spirit, 
Not yet at reſt, purſues me every where, 
Crying, Ill haunt thee for thy cruelty. 
My Daughter ſhe is gone, I know not how, 


og 


Taken 
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Taken inviſible, and whether living, 

Or in Grave, tis yet uncertain to me. 

Oh Maſter Merry-thoughz, theſe are the Weights 
Will fink me to my Grave; forgive me, Sir. 

Old Mer. Why Sir, I do forgive you, and be merry. 
And if the Wag in's Life-time play'd the Knave, 

Can you 1 him too? 

Merch. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Old Mer. Speak it again, and heartily. 

Merch. 1 do, Sir. 
Now by my Soul I do. 

Old Mer. With that came out his Paramour, 
She was as white as the Lilly Flower, 
Hey troul, troly loly. 

Enter Lucy and Jaſper. 

With that came our her own de.r Knight, 
He was as true as ever did fight, &c. 
Sir, if you will forgive em, clap their Hands together, 
there's no more to be ſaid 1'th' matter. 

Merch. 1 do, I do. 

Cit, 1 do not like this; peace, Boys, hear me one of 
you, every Body's part is come to an end but Rælpb's, 
and he's left our. 

Boy. Tis long of yout ſelf, Sir, we have nothing to 
do with. his parr. 

Cit. Ralph, come away, make on him as you have done 
of the reſt Boys, come. | 

Wife. Now good Husband, let him come out and die. 

Cir, He ſhall Nell; Ralph, come away quickly and die, Boy. 

Boy. Twill be very unfit he ſhould die, Sir, upon no 
occaſion, and in a Comedy too. | 

Cit. Take you no care for that, Sir Boy, is not his 

yh 4 an end, think you, when he's dead? come away 

ph. 

Enter Ralph with a forked Arrow through his Head. 

Ralph. When | was mortal, this my coſtive Corps 
Did lap up Figs and Raiſons in the Strand, | 
Where fitting | eſpy'd a lovely Dame, 

Whoſe Maſter wrought with Lingell and with Aul, 
And underground he vampied many a Boot, 


Straight 
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Straight did her Love prick forth me, tender Sn; 
To follow featsof 1 in warlike wiſe, Spe 85 
Through Waltham Deſart; where I did perform 
Many Atchievements, and did lay on Ground 
Huge Barbaroſo, that inſulting Giant, 

And all his Captives ſoon ſet at liberty. 

Then Honour prick'd me from my Native Soil 
Into Moldavia, where I gain'd the Love 

Of Pompiana, his beloved Daughter; 

But yer prov'd conſtant to the black Thumm'd Maid 
Suſan, and ſcorned Pompiana's Love: 

Yet liberal I was, and gave her Pins, 

And Mony for her Father's Officers. 

then returned home, and thruſt my ſelf 

In action, and by all means choſen was 

The Lord of May, where I did flouriſh it, 

With Scarfs and Rings, and Poeſie in my Hand: 
After this Action I preferred was, 

And choſen City-Captain at Mile-end, 

With Hat and Feather, and with leading Staff, 
And train'd my Men, and brought them all off clear, 
Save one Man that beraid him with the noiſe. 

But all theſe things I Ralph did undertake, 

Only for my beloved Ses ſake. 

Then coming home, and ſitting in my Shop 

With Apron blue, Death came unto my Stall 

To cheapen Aquavitæ, but &er I 

Could take the Bottle down, and fill a taſte, 
Death came and caught a Pound of Pepper in his Hand, 
And ſprinkled all my Face and Body o'er, 

And in an inſtant vaniſhed away. 

Cit. *Tis a pretty Fiction i'faith. 

Ralph. Then took I up my Bow and Shaft in hand, 
And walked in Mvorfields to cool my elf, 
But there grim cruel Death met me again, 
And ſhot this forked Arrow through my Head, 
And now I faint, therefore be warn'd by me, 
My Fellows every one, of forked Heads. 
Farewel all you good Boys in merry London, 
Ne'er ſhall we more upon Shrove-Tueſday meet, 


Burning Peſtle. 


And pluck down Houſes of Iniquity. 
My pain increaſeth: I ſhall never more 
Hold open, whilſt another pumps both Legs, 
Nor daub a Sattin Gown with rotten Eggs: 
Set up a Stake, oh never more I ſhall ; 
die, fly, fly my Soul to Grocers Hall. Oh, oh, oh, &c. 
Wife, Well ſaid, Ralph, do your obeyſance to the 
Gentlemen, and go your ways, well ſaid Ra/ph. 
| Exit Ralph. 
Old Mer. Methinks all we, thus kindly and unexpect- 
edly reconciled, ſhould not part without a Song. 
Merch. A good motion. 
Old Mer. Strike up then. 


SON G. 


Better Muſick ne'er was known, 
Than a Quire of Hearts in one. 

Let each other, that bath been 
Troubled with the Gall or Spleen, 
Learn of us to keep his Brow 

Smooth and plain, as yours are now, 
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Sing though before the hour of dying, 
He ſhall riſe, and then be crying, 
Heyho, *tis nought but Mirth 

That keeps the Body from the Earth. 


| Exeunt omnes. 


EPILOGUS. 


(it. Come Nell, ſhall we go, the Play's done? 

Wife. Nay, by my Faith George, I havemore manners 
than ſo, 111 ſpeak to theſe Gentlemen firſt : I thank you 
all Gentlemen, for your Patience and Countenance to 
Ralph, a poor Fatherleſs Child, and if I may ſee you at my 
Houle, it ſhould go hard but I would have a Pottle of 
Wine, and a Pipe of Tobacco for you; for truly I hope 
you like the Youth, but I would be glad to know To 
truth: refer it to your own Diſcretions, whether you 
will applaud him or no, for I will wink, and whilſt you 
ſhall do what you will. I thank you with all my Heart, 
God give you good Night; come George. 
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COMEDY. 


Printed in the YEAR 1711. 
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PROLOGUE. 


O this Place, Gentlemen, full many a 
Day 
ne have bid ye welcome, and to many a Play: 
And thoſe whoſe angry Souls were not diſeas d 
With Law, or lending Mony, de have pleas'd ; 
And make no doubt to do again. This Night 
No mighty Matter, nor no light, 
We muſt intreat you look for: A good Tale, 
Told in two Hours, we will not fail, 
If we be perfect, to rehearſe ye: New 
I am ſure it is, and handſom; but how true 
Let them diſpute that write it, Ten to one 
He pleaſe the Women, and I would know that 
Man 8 

Follows not their Example? If ye mean 
To know the Play well, travel with the Scene, 
For it lyes upon the Road; if we chance tire, 
As ye are good Men, leave us not Pth' Mire, 
Another Bait may mend us : If you grow 
A little gall'd or weary, cry but hoa, 
And we'll flay for ye. When our Journey ends, 


Fvery Man's Pot I hope, and all part Friends. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 
Core of Barcelona. 


Leonardo, à noble Genoeſe, Father to Mark An- 
tonio. 
Don Tanchio, an old Lame angry Soldier, Father to Le- 
ocadia, 
Alphonſo, @ cholerick Don, Father to Theodoſia. 
Philippo, Son to Alphonſo, Lover of Leocadia. 
Marc-Antonio, Son to Leonardo. 
Pedro, a Gentleman, and Friend to Leonardo. 
Rodorigo, General of the Spaniſh Gallies, 
Incubo, Bailiff of Caſtel Bianco. 
Diego, Hoſt of Ofſuna. 
Lazaro, Hoſtler to Diego. 
Hoſt of Barcelona. 
Bailiff of Barcelona. 
Chirurgions, 
Soldiers. 
Townſmen. 


os Attendants, 


WOMEN. 


Theodoſia, Daughter to Alphonſo, M Love-fick Ladies in 
Leocadia, Daughter to Don Lanchio, I purſuit of M. Anton. 
Eugenia, Wife ta the Governor of Barcelona. 

Hoſteſs, Wife to Diego. 

Hoſteſs, Wife to the Hoſt of Barcellona- 


SBN Barcelona and the Road. : 


Loves 
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AETI SCENE I. 


Enter Incubo the Bailiff, and Diego the Hoſt. 


INCUBO. 


lgnior Don Diego, and mine Hoſt, ſavethee. 
Die. I thank you, Mr. Baily. 
Inc. O the Block! 
Die. Why,how ſhould I have anſwer'd ? 
Ine. Not with that (Hands, 
Negligent Rudeneſs: But I kiſs your 
Signior Don Incubo de Hambre, and then 
My Titles : Maſter Baily of. Caſtle-Blanco, 
Thou ne'cr wilt have the Elegancy of an Holt; 
I ſorrow for thee, as my Friend and Goſhp: _ 
No ſmoak, nor team out-breathing from the Kitchen? 
There's little Life i'th' Hearth then. 
Die. Ay, there, there, i 
That is his Friendſhip, harkening for the Spit, 
And ſorrow that he cannot ſmell the Pot boil. 
Inc. Strange 8 | 
An Inn ſhould be ſo curſt, and not the Sign 
Blaſted nor withered; very ſtrange, three Days now, 
And not an Egg eat in it, nor an Onion. (traps, „ 
Die. I think they ha' ſtrew'd the High- ways with Cal- 
No Horſe dares paſs em; I did never know : 
A Week of ſo ſad Doings, ſince l firſt 
Stood to my Sign Poſt. 
Inc. Goſſip, I have found 
The Root of all: Kneel, it is thy ſelf 
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Art cauſe thereof; each Perſon is the Founder 

Of his own Fortune, good or bad; but mend it, 

Call for thy Cloak and Rapier. 

Die. How? 
Inc. Do, call, 

And pur em on in haſte: Alter thy Fortune, 

By appearing worthy of her: Doſt thou think 

Her good Face &ecr will know a Man in cuerpo ? 

In ſingle Body, thus? In Hoſe and Doublet, 

The Horſe-Boy's Garb? Baſe Blank, and half Blank cuerps? 

Did I, or Mr. Dean of Sevil our Neighbour 

E'er reach our Dignities in cuerpo, think'ſt thou, 

In ſquirting Hole and Doublet ? Signior, no, 

There went more to't: There were Cloaks, Gowrs, 

And other Paramentos: Call, I fay. (Caſflocks, 

His Cloak, and Rapier here. 

j Enter Hoſteſs. 

Hoſteſs. What means your Worſhip? 
Inc. Bring forth thy Husband's Sword; ſo, hang it on, 

And now his Cloak, here caſt it up; I mean, 

Goſſip, to change your Luck, and bring you Gueſts. 
Hoſteſs. Why! Is there Charm in this? 
Inc. Expect; now walk, 

Bur not the Pace of one that runs on Errands ; 

For, want of Gravity in an Hoſt, is odious: 

You may remember, Goſſip, if you pleaſe, 

(Your Wife being then th” Infanta of the Gipſies. 

And your ſelf governing a great Man's Mules then) 

Me a poor Squire at Madrid attendin 

A Maiter of Ceremonics; but a Man, believe it, 

That knew his Place to the gold Weight, and ſuch 

Have I heard him oft ſay, ought every Holt 

Within the Catholick King's Dominion 

Be in his own Houſe. 

Die. How? 
ie. A Maſter of Ceremonies; 
At leaſt Vice-Maſter, and to do nought in cuerpo, 

That was his Maxim, I will tell thee of him: 

He would not ſpeak with an Ambaſſador's Cook, 

Sce a cold bake Meat from a foreign Part 
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In cuerpo: Had a Dog but ſtay'd without, 
Or Beaſt of Quality, as an Engliſh Cow, 
But to preſent it felt, he would put on 
His Savoy Chain about his Neck, the Ruff 
And Cuffs of Holland; then the Naples Hat 
With the Rome Hat-band, and the Florentine Apat, 
The Milan Sword, the Cloak of Genoa ſet 
With Flemiſb Buttons; all his given Pieces 
To entertain em in, and Complement [ Knock within. 
With a tame Cony, as with the Prince that ſent it. 
Die. Liſt, who is there? 
Inc. A Gueſt, and't be thy Will. 
Die. Look Spouſe, cry Luck, and we be encounter'd, ha? 
Hoſteſs. Luck then, and good, for tis a fine brave Gueſt, 
With a brave Horſe. 
Inc. Why now, believe of Guerpo 
Enter Theodoſia. 
As you ſhall ſee Occaſion; go and meet him. 
Deo. Look to my Horſe, I pray you, well. 
Die. He ſhall, Sir. 
Inc. Oh how beneath his Rank and Call was that now? 
Your Horſe ſhall be entreated as becomes 
A Horſe of Faſhion, and his Inches! 
Theo. Oh, 
Inc. Look to the Cavalier : What ails he? Stay 
If it concern his Horſe, let it not trouble him, 
He ſhall have all Reſpect the Place can yicld him 
Either of Barly, or freſh Straw. 
Dio. Good Sir, look up. | 
Inc. He ſinks, ſomewhat to caſt upon him 
He'll go away in cuerpo elſe. 
Die. What, Wite! 
Oh your hot Waters quickly, and ſome cold 
To caſt in his ſweet Face. 
Fioſteſs. Alas, fair Flower! Exit. 
Inc. Does any Body entertain this Horſe? 
Die. Yes, Lazaro has him. 
Enter Hoſteſs with a Glaſs of Water. 
Inc. Go you ſce him in Perſon. [Exit Diego, 
Hoſteſs. Sir, taſte a little of this, of mine own Wang 
. 


2344 Loves Pilgrimage. 


I did diſtill't my ſelf; ſweet Lilly look upon me, 
You are but newly blown, my pretty Tulip. 
Faint not upon your Stalk, 'tis firm and freſh, 
Stand up ſo bolt upright, you are yet in growing. 
Theo. Pray you let me have a Chamber. 
Hoſteſs. That you ſhall, Sir. 
Theo. And where | may be private, I entreat you. 
Hoſteſs. For that in troth, Sr, we ha no Choice: Our 
Is but a Vent of need, that now and then (Houſe 
Receives a Gueſt, between the greater Towns 
As they come late; only one Room. 
Inc. She means, Sir, it is none 
Of thoſe wild, ſcatter d Heaps, call'd Inns, where ſcarce 
Ihe Hoſt is heard, though he wind his Horn t'his People, 
Here is a com-etent Pile, wherein the Man, 
Wife, Servants, all do live within the whiſtle. 
Hoſteſs. Only one Room. | 
Inc. A pretty modeft Quadrangle 
She will deſcribe to you. 
Hoſteſs. Whercin ſtands two Beds, Sir, 
TY Enter Diego. 
We have, and where, if any Gueſt do come, 
He muſt of Force be lodg'd, that is the truth, Sir. 
Theo. But if I pay you for both your Beds, methinks 
That ſhould alike content you. 
Hoſteſs. That it thall, Sir. 
If I be paid, I am paid. 
. Theo. Why, there's a Ducket, 
Will that make your Content ? | 
Hoſteſs. Oh the ſweet Face on you: 
A Ducket ? Yes, and there were three Beds, Sir, 
And twice ſo many Rooms, which is one more, 
You ſhould be private in 'em all, in all, Sir; 
No one ſhould have a Piece of a Bed with you, 
Not Maſter Dean of Sevil himſelf, I ſwear. 
Though he came naked hither, as once he did, 
When h'had like have been ta en a Bed with the A, 
And guelt by her Maſter; you ſhall be as private, 
As if you lay in's own great Houſe that's haunted, 
Where no Body comes, they ſay. The 
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Theo, I thank you, Hoſteſs. 
Pray you, will you ſhew me in. 
Hoſteſs. Yes marry will J, Sir, 
And pray that not a Flea, or a chink vex you. 
| Exit Hoſteſs and Theo. 
Inc. You forget Supper: Goſſip, move for Supper. 


Die. * Tis ſtrange what love to a Beaſt may do, his Horſe 
Threw him into this fit. 


Inc. You ſhall excuſe me, 
It was his being in cuerpo meerly caus'd it. 
Die. Do you think to, Sir? 
Inc. Moſt unlucky cuerpo. 
Naught elſe, he looks as he would eat Partridge, 
This Gueſt z ha' you 'em ready in the Houle? 
And a fine piece of Kid now ? and freſh Garlick, > 
Enter Hoſteſs. | : 
With Sardinia and Zant Oil? How now? ö 
Has he beſpoke, what will he have a brace, 
Or but one Partridge, or a ſhort leg'd Hen, 1 * 
Daintily carbonado'd ? | | 
Hoſteſs. Laſs the dead 
May be as ready for a Supper as he. 
Inc. Ha? 
Hyſteſs. He has no mind to eat, more than his ſhadow. 
Inc. Say you. 
Die. How does your Worſhip ? 
Inc. T put on 
My left Shoe firſt to day, now I perceive it, 
And skipt a Bead in ſaying em o'er, elſe 
could not be thus croſs'd: He cannot be 
Above ſeventeen; one of his Veare, and have 
No better a Stomach ? 
Hoſteſs. And in fuch good Cloaths too. (Wife, 
Die. Nay, theſe do often make the Stomach worſe, 
That is no reaſon. _ 
Inc. I cou'd, at his Years, Goſſips, 
(As temperate as you ſee me now) have caten 
My brace of Du: ks, with my half Gooſe, my Cony, 
And drank my whcle twelve Marvedis in Wine, 
As eaſie as I now get down three Olives. ; 
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Die. And, with your temperance-favour, yet I think 
Your Worſhip would put tot at fix and thirty 
For a good Wager; and the Meal in too. 
Inc. I do not know what mine old Mouth can do, 
I ha not prov'd it lately. 
Die. That's the grief, Sir. 
Inc. But is' he without hope then gone to Bed? 
Hoſteſs. 1 fear ſo, Sir; h'as lock 'd the Door cloſe to him, 
Sure he is very ill. 
Inc. That is with faſting, | 
You ſhould ha' told him Goſſip, what you had had, 
Given him the Inventory of your Kitchen, 
Ir is the Pi-klock in an Inn, and often 
Opens a cloſe barr'd Stomach : What may he be troh ? 
Has he fo good a Horſe? 
Die. Oh a brave Jennet, 
As cer your Worſhip ſaw. 
Inc. And he cats? 
Die. Strongly. 
Inc. A ndrn. Soleciſm, Heav'n give me Patience, 
What Creatures has he? 
Hoſteſs. None. 
Inc. And ſo well cloath'd, 
And ſo well mounted? 
Die. That's all my wonder, Sir, 
Who he ſhould be; he is attir'd and hors'd 
For the Conſtable's Son of Hain. 
Inc. My wonder's more | 
He ſhould want Appetite: Well, a good Night 
To both my Goſſips; I will for this time 
Pur off the thought of ſupping: In the Morning 
Remember him of Brcaktfait pray you. 
Hoſteſs. I ſhall, Sir. 
Die. A hungry time, Sir. 
Inc. We that live like Mice 
On others Meat, muit watch when we can get it. [ Ex. Inc. 
Hſteſs. Ves, but I would not tell him: Our fair Guc 
Says, though he cats no Supper he will pay for one. 
| Die. Good news; we'll eat it Spouſe, t' his Health, 
I Vas politickly done t admit no ſharers. 


Euter 
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Enter Philippo. 


Phi. Look to the Mules there, wherc's mine Hoſt ? 


Die. Here, Sir. 
Another Fairy? 
Hoſteſs. Bleſs me. 
Phi. From what, ſweet Hoſteſs ? 
Are you afraid of your Gueſts ? 
Hoſt. From Angels, Sir, 


I think there's none but ſuch come here to Night, 


My Houſe had never fo good luck afore 
For brave fine Gueſts; and yer the ill luck or't is 
I cannot bid you welcome. 
Phi. No? p 
Hoſteſs. Not lodge you, Sir. 
70 ict Hoſtch, 5 
Hoſteſs. No in troth, Sir, I do tell you, 
Becauſe you may provide in time: my Beds 
Are both ta' en up by a young Cavalier 
That will and muſt be private. 
Die. He has paid, Sir, for all our Chambers. 
Hoſteſs. Which is one; and Beds, 
Which I already ha' told you are two: But, Sir, 
So ſweet a Creature, I am very ſorry 
I cannot lodge you by him; you look ſo like him, 
You're both the lovelieſt pieces. 
Phi. What train has he? 
Die. None but himſelf. 
Phi. And will no leſs than both Beds 
Serve him? | 
Hoſteſs. H'as given me a Ducket for em. 
.- 3 | | 
You give me reaſon, Hoſteſs: Is he handſome, 
And young, do you ſlay? 
Hoſteſs. Oh Sir, the delicat'ſt Fleſh 
And fineſt Cloaths withal, and ſuch a Horſe, 
With ſuch a Saddle. 
Phi She's in love with all, 


The Horſe, and him, and Saddle, and Cloaths, good Woman, 


Thou juſtifieſt thy Sex; lov'ſt all that's brave: 
14 


A 
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Enter Incubo. ; 
Sure though I 1ye o'th' ground, I'll ſtay here now 
And have a ſight of him: You'll give me Houſe-room, 
Fire, and freſh Meat, for Mony, gentle Hoſteſs; 
And make mc a Pallat ? 
Inc. Sir, ſhe ſhall do reaſon, — 
J underſtood you had another Gueſt, Goſſips, 
Pray you let his Mule be look'd to, have good Stray, 
And {tore of Bran: And Goſſip, do you hear, 
Let him not ſtay for Supper: W hat good Fowl ha' you? 


This Gentleman would eat a Pheaſant. 


Hoſle ＋. 'Laſs Sir, | 
We ha' no ſuch. 
Inc. I kiſs your Hands, fair Sir. 
What ha' you then? ſpeak what you have? I'm one, Sir, 
Here for the Catholick King, an Officer 
T” enquire what Gueſts come to theſe Places; you, Sir, 
Appear a Perſon of Quality, and 'tis fit 
You be accommodared : Why ſpeak you not, 
What ha' you Woman? are you afraid to vent 
That which you have? 
Phi. This is a moſt ſtrange Man; 
T' appoint my Meat. | 
Hoſteſs. The half of a cold Hen, Sir, 
And a boil'd quarter of Kid, is all i'th* Houſe. 
Inc. Why all's but cold; let him fee it forth, 
Cover, and give the Eye ſome fatisfaction, 
A Traveller's Stomach muſt ſee Bread and Salt, 
His Belly is nearer to him than his Kindred: 
Cold Hen's a pretty Meat, Sir. 
Phi. What you pleaſe, 
I am reſolv'd t obey. 
Ine. So is your Kid, | | 
With Pepper, Garlick, and the juice of an Orange; 
She ſhall with Sallads help it, and clean Linnen; 
Diſpatch. What news at Court, Sir? 
Phi. Faith, new Tires 
Moſt of the Ladies have, the Men old Suits; 
Only the King's Fool has a new Coat 


To ſeryv 
Jo ſerve you EE 
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Inc. Idid gueſs you came from thence, Sir. 

Phi. But I do know I did not. 

Inc. I miſtook, Sir. 

What hear you of the Archdukes? 

Phi, Troth, your Queſtion. 
Enter Hoſteſs and Servants with a Table. 

Inc. Of the French Buſineſs, What? 

Phi. As much. - 

Inc. No more? 

They ſay the French: Oh that's well; come, I'll help you. 

Have you no Jiblets now ? Or a broiPd Raſher. 

Or ſome ſuch preſent Difh t' aſſiſt? 

Hoſteſs. Not any, Sir, 

Inc. The more your fault, you ne'er ſhould be without 

Such aids, what Cottage would ha' lack'd a Pheaſant 

At ſuch a time as this? Well, bring your Hen 

And Kid forth quickly. h; 

Phi. That ſhould be my Prayer, 

To ſcape his Inquiſition. 

Inc. Sir, the . 8 815 

They ſay, are divided bout their Match with us, 

What think you of it? 

Phi. As of naught to me, Sir. 

Inc. Nay, it's as little to me too; but I love 

To ask after theſe things, to know the Affections 

Of States and Princes, now and then for bettering. 

Phi. Of your own Ignorance. 

Inc. Yes, Sir. 

Phi. Many do ſo. 

Inc. I cannot live without it; what do you hear 

Of our Indian Fleet; they ſay they are well return'd. 

Phi, 1 had no venture with 'em Sir ; had you? 
"Enter Hoſteſs and Servants with A cat. 

Inc. Why do you ask, Sir? 

Phi, *Cauſe it might concern you, 

It does not me. 

Inc. Oh here's your Meat come. 

Phi. Thanks, 

I welcome, it at any price. 

Inc. Some Stools here, 
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And bid mine Hoſt bring Wine, Ill try your K; 
It he be ſweet: He looks well ; yes, . . 
Fll carve you, Sir. 
Phi. You uſe me too too Princely, 
Taſte, and carve too. 
Inc. I love to do theſe Offices. 
Phi, I think you do, for whoſe ſake ? 
Inc. For themſelves, Sir, 
The very doing of them is Reward. 
Phi, Had little Faith would not believe you, Sir. 
Inc. Goſſip, ſome W ine. 
Enter Diego with Wine, 
Die, Here 'tis, and right St. Martin. 
Inc. Meaſure me out a Glaſs. 
Phi. I love the Humanity 
Us'd in this Place. | 
Inc. Sir, I ſalute you here. 
Phi, I kiſs your Hands, Sir. 
Inc. Good Wine, it will beget an Appetite : 
Fill him, and fat down, Gofhp, entertain 
Your noble Gueſt here, as becomes your Title. 
Die. Pleaſe you to like this Wine, Sir? 
Phi. I diſlike 
Nothing, mine Hoſt, but that I may not ſec, 
Your conceal'd Gueſt ; here's to you. 
Die. In good faith, Sir, 
I wiſh you as well as him; would you might ſee him. 
Inc. And wherefore may he not? 
Die. Has lock'd himſelt, Sir, 
Up, and has hir'd both the Beds o' my Wife 
At extraordinary rate. 
Phi. I'll give as much, 
If that will do't, for one, as he for both; 
What ſay you mine Hoſt, the Door once open 
Vil fling my ſelf upon the next Bed to him, 
And there's an end of me till Morning; Noiſe 
Iwill make none | 
Die. I wiſh your Worſhip well - but 
Inc. His Honour is engag'd: And my ſhe-Gofſhp 
Hath paſt her Promiſe, hath ſhe not? 


Pie. 
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Die. Yes truly. 

Inc. That toucheth to the credit of the Houſe : 
Well, I will eat a little, and think; how ſay you, Sir, 
Unto this Brawn o' th' Hen? 

Phi. I ha' more mind 
To get this Bed, Sir. 

Inc. Say you fo? Why then 
Give't me again, and drink to me; Mine Hoſt 
Fill him his Wine, thou'rt dull, and doſt not praiſe it, 
| cat but to teach you the way, Sir. 

Phi. Sir, 

Find but the way to lodge me in this Chamber, 
[ll give mine Hoſt two Duckets for his Bed, 
And you Sir two Reals z here's to you. 

Inc. Excuſe me, 

I am not Mercenary; Goſſip pledge him for me, 
Il think a little more, but ev'n one bit 
And then talk on, you cannot interrupt me. 

Die. This piece of Wine, Sir, coſt me 

Inc. Stay, I have found: 

This little Morſel, and then, here's excellent Garlick: 
Have you not a bunch of Grapes now; or ſome Bacon, 
To give the Mouth a reliſh ? 

Die. Wife, do you hear? 

Inc. It is no matter: Sir, give mine Hoſt your Duckets. 

Die. How, Sir? 

Inc. Do you receive 'em, I will fave 
The honeſty of your Houſe; and yours too, Goſſip, 
And I will lodge the Gentleman, ſhew the Chamber, 

Die. Good Sir, do you hear? | 

Inc. Shew me the Chamber. 

Die. Pray you, Sir, 

Do not diſturb my Gueſts. 

Inc. Diſturb? I hope 
The Catholick King, Sir, may command a Lodging 
Without diſturbing in his Vaſſals Houſe, 
For any Miniſter of his, employ'd 
In buſineſs of the State, Where is the Door? 


Open the Door, who are you there? Within? 
In the King's Name. [Theodoſia my 
eo. 


135 2 Lowe's Pilgrimage. 


Theo. What would you have? 
Inc. Your Key, Sir, 
And your Door open: I have here command 
To lodge a Gentleman, from the Juſtice, ſent 
Upon the King's Affairs. 
Theo. Kings and Neceſſities 
Muſt be obey'd: The Key is under the Door. 
Inc. How now Sir, are you fitted? You ſecur'd ? 
Phi. Your two Reals are grown a piece of Eight. 
Inc. Excuſe me, Sir. 
Phi, *T will buy a Hen, and Wine, 
Sir, for to Morrow. | [Exit Phi, 
Inc. I do kiſs your Hands, Sir. 
Well, this will bear my Charge yet to the Galli-s, 
Where am owing a Ducket, whither this Night 
By the Moon's leave I'll march; for in the Morning 
Early, they put from Port St. Mary's, ¶ Exit all but Diego, 
Die. Lazaro. 
| Enter Lazaro. 
How do the Horſes ? 
Laz. Would you would go and fee, Sir, 
A- of all Jades, what a clap h'has given me: 
As ſure as you live Maſter he knew perfectly 
1 couzen'd him on's Oats, he lookt upon me, 
And then he ſneer'd, as who ſhould ſay, take heed Sirral:: 
And when he ſaw our half Peck, which you know 
Was but an old Court Diſh, Lord how he ſtampt; 
thought 't had been for Joy, when ſuddenly 
He cuts me a back Caper with his Heels, 
And takes me juſt o'th' Crupper, down came I, 
And all my ounce of Oats: Then he Neigh'd out, 
As though he had had a Mare by th' Tail. 
Die. Faith Lazaro 
We are to blame, to uſe the poor dumb Servitcrs 
So cruelly. 
Laz. Yonder's this other Gentleman's Horſe 
Keeping our Lady Eve, the Devil a bit 
Has got ſince he came in yet; there he ſtands, 
And looks, and looks, but *tis your pleaſure, Sir, 
He ſhall look lean enough; h'as Hay before him, 


But 
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But 'tis as big as Hemp, and will as ſoon choak him, 
Unleſs he eat it butter'd; he had four Shoes 
And good ones when he came; 'tis a ſtrange wonder, 
With ſtanding ſtill he ſhould caſt three. 
Die. O Lazaro, 
The Devil's in this Trade; Truth never knew it: 
And to the Devil we ſhall travel, Lazaro, 
Unleſs we mend our Manners : Once every Week 
I meet with ſuch a knock to mollifie me, 
Sometimes a dozen to awake my Conſcience, 
Yet ſtill I ſleep ſecurely. 
Laz. Certain, Maſter, 
We muſt uſe better dealing. 
Die. Faith for mine own part, 
Not to give ill example to our Iſſues, 
I could be well content to ſteal but two Girths, 
And now and then a Saddle- cloth; change a Bridle 
Only for Exerciſe. 
Lax. If we could ſtay there, 
There were ſome hope on's, Maſter; but the Devil is 
We are drunk fo early, we miſtake whole Saddles, 
Sometimes a Horſe; and then it ſeems to us too 
Every poor Jade has his whole peck, and tumbles 
Up to his Ears in clean Straw, and every Bottle 
Shews at the leaſt a dozen; when the truth is, Sir, 
There's no ſuch matter, not a ſmell of Provender, 
Not ſo much Straw as would tye up a Horſe Tail, 
Nor any thing i'th* Rack, but two old Cobwebs, 
And ſo much rotten Hay as had been a Hen's Nett. 
Die. Well, theſe miſtakings muſt be mended, Lazaro, 
Theſe Apparitions, that abuſe our Senſes, | 
And make us ever apt to ſweep the Manger, 
Bur put in nothing; theſe fances muſt be forgot, 
And we muſt pray it may be reveal'd to us 
Whoſe Horſe we ought, in Conſcience, to cozen, 
And how, and when: A Parſon's Horſe may ſuffer 
A little greaſing in his Teeth, 'tis wholeſome, 
And keeps him in a ſober ſhuffle; and his Saddle 
May want a Stirrop, and it may be ſworn 
His Learning lay on one fide, and fo broke it - 


H'as 
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H'as ever Oats in's Cloak-bag to prevent us, 
And therefore 'tis a meritorious Office 
To Tythe him ſoundly. 

Laz. And a Grazier may 
(For thoſe are pinching Puckfoyſts, and ſuſpicious) 
Suffer a Miſt before his Eyes ſometimes too, 
And think he ſees his Horſe eat half a Buthel : 
When the truth is, rubbing his Gumbs with Salt, 
Till all the skin come off, he ſhall bur mumble 
Like an old Woman that were chewing Brawn, 
And drop 'em out again. 

Die. That may do well too, 

And no doubt 'tis but venial; but good Laxaro, 
Have you a care of underſtanding Horſes, 

Horſes that know the World; let them have Meat 
Till their Teeth ake, and rubbing; till their Ribs 
Shine like a Wenches Forehead; they are Devils. 

Laz. And look into our Dealings; as ſure as we live 
Theſe Courtiers Horſes are a kind of Welch Prophets, 
Nothing can be hid from em: For mine own part, 
'The next I cozen of that kind ſhall be founder'd, 
And of all four too: I'll no more ſuch Complements 
Upon my Crupper. 

Die. Steal bur a little longer 
Till I am lam'd too, and we'll Repent together, 
It will not be above two Days. 

Laz. By that time 
I ſhall be well again, and all forgot, Sir. 

Die. Why then I'll ſtay for thee. [Ext 


SCENE 1. 


Enter Theodoſia and Philippo on ſeveral Beds. 


Theo. Oh, ho? oh ho? 
Pbi. Ha? | 
Theo. Oh----oh? Heart----heart----heart----heart ? 
Pbi. What's that? 
Theo. When wilt thou break? -- break, break, break? 
Phi. Ha? | 

I would the Voice were ſtrong, or I nearer. 


Then. 
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Theo. Shame, ſhame, eternal ſhame? what have I done? 
Phi. Done? 
Theo. And to no end, what a wild journey 
Have I more wildly undertaken ? 
Phi. Journey ? | 
Theo. How, without counſel, care, reaſon, or fear? 
Phi. Whither will this fit carry? 
Theo. Oh my folly. 
Phi. This is no common ſickneſs; 
Theo. How have I left 
All I ſhould love, or keep? oh Heay'n. 
Phi. Sir. 
Theo. Ha? 
Phi. How do you, gentle Sir ? 
Theo. Alas, my fortune. .-- (nels, 
Phi. It ſeems your ſorrow oppreſſes: pleaſe your good- 
Let me bear half, Sir; a divided burthen 
Is ſo made lighter. 
Theo. Oh! 
Phi. That Sigh betrays 
The fulneſs of your Grief. 
Theo. Ay, if that Grief 
Had not bereft me of my Underſtanding, 
I ſhould have well remembred where I was, 
And in what Company; and clapt a Lock 
Upon this Tongue for talking. 
Phi, Worthy Sir, 
Let it not add to your Grief, that I have heard 
A Sigh or Groan come from you; that is all, Sir. (fear, 
| Theo, Good Sir, no more; you have heard too much I 
Would | had taken Poppy when! ſpake it. 
Phi. It ſeems you have an ill belief of me, 
And would have fear'd much more, had you ſpoke ought 
I could interpret. Bur believe it, Sir, 
Had I had means to look into your Breaſt, 
And ta en you ſleeping here, that ſo ſecurely 
I might have read all that your Woe would hide, 
I would not have betray'd you. 
Theo. Sir, that Speech 
Is very noble, and almoſt would tempt 
My need to truſt you. Phi, 
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Phi. At your own Election, 
I dare not make my Faith ſo much ſuſpected 


As to proteſt again; nor am I curious 
To know more than is fir. 


_ Theo. Sir, I will truſt you, 
But you ſhall promiſe, Sir, to keep your Bed, 
And whatloe'er you hear, not to importune 
More, | beſeech you, from me 
Phi. Sir, I will not. 
Theo. Than I am prone to utter. 
_ Phi, My Faith for it. 
Theo. If I were wile, I yet ſhould hold my peace; 
You will be noble? 
Phi. You ſhall make me ſo, 
If you'll but think me ſuch. 
Theo. I do: Then know 
You are deceiv'd with whom you have talk d ſo long. 
I am 2 moſt unfortunate loſt Woman. 
Phi. Ha? 
Theo, Do not ſtir, Sir; I have here a Sword. 
Phi. Not I, ſweet Lady: Of what Blood or Name? 
Theo. You'll keep your Faith? 
Phi. I'll periſh elſe. 
Theo. Believe then 
Of Birth too noble for me, ſo deſcended — 
I am aſham'd, no leſs than I am affrighted. 
| Phi. Fear not; by all good things Iwill not wrong you. 
Theo. 1 am the Daughter of a noble Gentleman 
Born in this part of Spain; my Father's Name, Sir: 
But why ſhould I abuſe that Reverence, 
When a Child's Duty has forſaken me. : 
Phi. All may be mended, in fit time too: ſpeak it. 
Theo. Alphonſo, Sir. ; 
Phi. Alphonſo? What's your own Name? 


Theo. Any baſe thing you can invent. 
Phi. Deal truly, 


Theo. They call me Theodoſia. 
Phi. Ha? and Love © | 
Is that chat hath chang'd you thus? 
beo. Ye have obſery'd me 1 
00 
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Too nearly Sir, 'tis that indeed: 'tis Love, Sir: (thus? 
And Love of him (oh Heavens) why ſhould Men deal 
Why thould they ule their Arts to cozen us, 
That have no. cunning, but our fears about us? 
And cver that too late too; no diſſemblin 
Or double way, but doating, too much loving? 
Why ſhould they find new Oaths, to make more 
Phi. W hat may his Name be ? (Wretches? 
Theo. Sir, a Name that promiſes, | 
Methinks, no ſuch ill uſage: MMark- Antonio, 
A noble Neighbour's Son: Now I mult deſire ye 
To ſtay a while; elſe my weak Eves mult anſwer. 
Phi, Iwill: Are ye pet read)? What is his Quality? 
Theo. His beſt a Thief, Sir: that he would be known by, 
Is Heir to Leonardo, a rich Gentleman : 
Next, of a handiome Body, had Heav'n made him 
A Mind fit to it. To this Man, my Fortune, 
(My more than purbliad Fortune) gave my Faith, 
Drawn to it by as many ſhews of Service 
And ſigns of Truth, as ever falſe Tongue utter'd : 
Hcav'n pardon all. 
Phi, Tis well ſaid: forward, Lady. 
Theo. Contracted Sir, and by exchange of Rings 
Our Soul's deliver'd: nothing left unfinifh'd 
But the laſt work, enjoying me, and Ceremony; 
For that, I muſt confeſs, was the firſt wife doubt 
| ever made: Vet after all this Love, Sir, 
All this profeſſion of his Faith, when daily 
And hourly I expected the bleſt Prieſt, 
He left me like a dream, as all this ſtor 
Had never been, nor thought of; why, I know not; 
Yet I have called my 8 to confeſſion, 
And every Syllable that might offend 
have had in ſhrift : yet neither Love's Law, Signior, 
Nor tye of Maiden's duty, but deſiring, 
Have I tranſgreſt in: left his Father too, 
Nor whither he is gone, or why departed, 
Can any Tongue reſolve me: All my hope 
(Which keeps me yet alive, and would perſwade me 
I may be once more bappy, and thus ſhapes me 
V OL. V. | G | A 
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A ſhame to all my modeſt Sex is this, Sir, 
I have a Brother and his old Companion, 
*udent in Salamanca, there my laſt hope 

If he be yet alive, and can be loving, 

s left me to recover him: For which Travel 
In this Suit left at home of that dear Brother's 
Thus as you find me, without Fear, or Wiſdom, 
1 have wander'd from my Father, fled my Friends, 
And now am only Child of hope and danger : 

You are now ſilent, Sr, this tedious Stor 
(That ever keeps me waking) makes you heavy, 

"Tis fit you ſhould do ſo; for that and I 
Can be bur troubles. 

Phi. No, I ſleep not Lady: 
would 1 could: Oh Hcav'n, is this my Comfort? 

Theo. W hat ail you, gentle Sir ? 

Phi. Oh. | 

Theo. Why do you groan ſo ? 

Phi. I muſt, I muſt; Oh Miſery ! 

Theo. But now, Sir, | 
You were my Comfort, if any thing afflict ye 
Am not I fit to bear a part on't? And by your own Rule? 

Phi. No; if you could heal, as you have woundcd me, 
But *ris not in your Power. 

Theo. | tear Intemperance. 

Phi. Nay, do not ſeek to ſhun me; I muſt ſee you, 
By Heav'n I muſt. Hoa there mine Hoſt; a Candle 
Strive not, I will not ſtir ye. 

Theo. Noble Sir, 

This is a breach of Promiſe. 

Phi. Tender Lady, 

It ſhall be none but neceſſary. Hoa there, 
Some light, ſome light for Heav'ns ſake. 

Then. Will ye betray me? | 
Are ve a Gentleman? 

Phi. Good Woman: 

Theo. Sir. | 


Enter Diego with a Light. 
Phi. If I be prejudicial to you, curſe me. 
Die. Ye are early ſtirring, Sir. 
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pbi. Give me your Candle, 
And fo good morrow for a while. 
Die. Good morrow, Sir. i. 
Theo. My Brother Don Philippo: Nay Sir, kill me, 
I ask no mercy Sir, for none dire know me, 
I can deſerve none: As ye look upon me 
Behold in infinite theſe foul Diſhonours, 
My noble Father, then your ſelf, laſt all 
That bear the name of Kindred, ſuffer in me: 
I have forgot whoſe Child I am; whoſe Siſter : 
Do you forget the Pity tied to that, 
Let not Compaſſion ſway you, you will be then 
As foul as I, and bear the {ame brand with me, 
A favourer of my fault; ye have a Sword, Sir, 
And ſuch a cauſe to kill me in. 
Phi. Riſe Siſter, 
I wear no Sword for Women, nor no Anger, 
While your fair Chaſtity is yet untouch'd, 
Theo. By thoſe bright Stars, it is, Sir. 
Phi. For my Siſter 
do believe ye, and ſo near Blood has made us, 
With the dear love I ever bore your Virtucs, 
That 1 will be a Brother to your Grieſs too: 
Be comforted, 'tis no diſhonour, Siſter, 
To love, nor to love him you do; he is a Gentleman 
Of as ſweet Hopes, as Years, as many Promiſes, 
As there be growing Truths, and great ones; 
Theo. O Sir, I 
Phi. Do not deſpair. 
Theo, Can ye forgive? 
Phi. Yes Siſter, 
Though this be no ſmall Error, a far greater; 
Theo. And think me ſtill your Siſter ? 
Phi. My dear Siſter. 
Theo. And will you counſel me? 
Phi. To your own peace too: 
Ye ſhall love ſtill. 
Theo, How good ye are? 
Phi. My buſineſs, | 
And duty to my Father, which now drew me 
G 2 MET From 
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From Salamanca, I will lay aſide, 

And only be your Agent to perſwade ye 

To leave both Love, and him, and well retire ye, 
Theo. Oh gentle Brother. 

Phi. I perceive *tis Folly : 
Delays in Love, more dangerous, 
Theo. Noble Brother. 
Phi. Fear not, I'll run your own way; and to help yy, 

Love having rackt your Paſſions beyond Counſel, 

I'll hazard mine own Fame. Whither ſhall we venture? 
Theo. Alas, I know not, Sir. 

Phi, Come, tis bright Morning, 

Let's walk out, and co: fiJerz you'll keep this Habit. 
Theo. I would, Sir. 

Phi. Then it ſhall be, what muſt I call ye? 

Come, do not bluſh, pray ſpeak, I may ſpoil all elſe. 
Theo. Pray ca'l me Theodor. 

Enter Diego. 
Die. Are ye ready? 

The day draws on apace, once more good Morrow. 
Theo. Good morrow, gentle Hoſt, now I muſt thank ye. 
Phi. Who doſt thou think this is? 

Die. Were you a Wench, Sir, 
I think you would know before me. 
Phi. Mine own Brother. 
Die. By the Maſs your Noſes are akin; ſhould I then 

Have been fo barbarous to have parted Brothers? 

Phi. You knew it then. 

Die. I knew 'twas neceſſary 
You ſhould be both together: Inſtinct, Signior, 
Is a great matter in an Holt. 

Theo. I am fatisfied. 

Enter Pedro. 

Ped. Is not mine Hoſt up yet? 

Phi. Who's that? 

Die. VII ſee. 

Phi. Siſter, withdraw your ſelf. | 

Ped. Signior Philippa. | : 

Phi. Noble Don Pedro, where have you been this wa) 


Ped. I came from Port St. Maries, whence the . 
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Put this laſt Tide, and bound for Barcelona, 
| brought Mark- Antony upon his way, 

Phi. Mark- Antony ? 

Ped. Who is turn'd Soldier, 

And entertain'd in the new Regiment 
For Naples. 

Phi. Is it poſſible? 

Ped. I aſſure you. 

Phi. And put they in at Barceloya? 

Ped. So 
One of the Maſters told me. 

Phi. Which way go you, Sir? 

Ped. Home. 

Phi, And I for Sevi/: Pray you, Sir, ſay not 
That you ſaw me, if you ſhall meet the Qugſtion; 
| have ſome little buſineſs, 

Ped. Were it leſs, Sir, 

It ſhall not become me to loſe the cautiĩon: 
Shall we breakfaſt together? 
Phi VII come to you, Sir. 
Siſter, you hear this; I believe your Fortune 
Begins to be propitious to you: we will hire 
Mules of mine Hoſt here; if we can, himiclf 
To be our Guide, and ſtraight to Barcelona, 
This was as happy News, as unexpected. 
Stay you 'till I rid him away. 
Thes. I will. ' Exenm. 


Kern. SCENE L 


Enter Alphonſo and a Servant. 


Aub. K at the Door. 
Ser. Tis open, Sir. 
Alph. That's all one, 
Knock when 1 bid you. : 
Ser. Will not your Worſhip enter? 


Alph, Will not you learn more Manners, Sir, and do that 
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Your Maſter bids ye; knock ye Knave, or I'll knock 
Such a round Pcal about your Pate: I enter 
Under his Roof, or come to ſay God fave ye 
To him, the Son of whoſe baſe dealings has undone me? 
Knock louder, louder yet: Ill ſtarve and rot firſt, 
This open Air is every Man's. 

2 Ser. within. Come in, Sir. 

Enter two Servants. 

Alph. No, no, Sir, I am none of theſe Come in Sirs, 
None of thoſe Viſitants; bid your wiſe Maſter 
Come out, I have to talk unto him: go, Sir. 

2 Ser. Your Worſhip may be welcome. 

Alph. Sir, 1 will not, 
I come not to be welcome: good my three Duckets, 
My pickFd Sprat a day, and no Oil to't, 
And once a Year a Cotten Coat, leave prating, 
And tell your Maſter I am here. 

2 Ser, I will, Sir. | 
This is a ſtrange old Man. Exit. 

Alph. I welcome to him? 
I'll be firſt welcome to a Peſthouſe : Sirrah 
Let's have your Valour now cas'd up, and quiet, 
When an occaſion calls, tis Wiſdom in ye, 
A Servingman's Diſcretion; if you do draw, 

Enter Leonardo, and Don Zanchio, carried by two 

| Servant in a Chair. 
Draw but according to your Entertainment 
Five Nobles worth of fury. | 

Leo. Signior Alphonſo, 
1 hope no diſcontent from my Will given, 
Has made ye ſhun my Houle; 
And credit me, amongſt my fears tis greateſt 
To miniſter Offences. „ | 

Alph. O good Signior 
I know ye for Tralian breed, fair Tongu'd, 
Spare your Apologies, I care not for em, 
As little for your Love, Sir; I can live 
Without your knowledge, eat mine own, and ſleep 
Without dependences, or hopes upon ye: 
I came to ask my Daughter. EE * 
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Leo. Gentle Sir. | 
Alph. I am not gentle, Sir, nor gentle will be, 

Till I have Juſtice, my poor Child reſtor'd 

Your caper-cutting Boy has run away with ; 

Young Signior ſmooth- face, he that takes up Wenches 

With Smiles and ſwect Behaviours, Songs, and Sonncts, 

Your high fed Jenner, that no hedge can hold, 

They ſay you bred him tor a Stallion. 

* Zanch. Fic Signior, therebe Times, and terms of Honour 

To. argue theſe things in, decidements able 

To ſpeak ye noble Gentlemen, ways punctual, 

And to the Life of credit, ye are too rugged. 

Alph. 1 am too tame, Sir. 
Leo. Will ye hear but reaſon ? 
Alph. No, I will hear no reaſon: I come not hither 

To be popt off with reaſon; reaſon then. 

Zanch. Why Signior, in all things there muſt be method, 

Ye choak the Child of Honour elſe, Diſcretion. 

Do you conceive an Injury ? 

Alph. What then, Sir? 
Zanch. Then follow it in fair terms, let your Sword bite 

When time calls, not your Tongue. 

Alph. I know, Sir, 

Both when and what to do without Directione, 

And where, and how, I come not to be tutor'd, 

My cauſe is no Man's but mine own: you Signior, 

Will ye reſtore my Daughter ? 

Leo. Who detains her ? | 
Alph. No more of theſe light ſhifts. 
Leo. Ye urge me, Signior, 25 

With ſtrange injuſtice, becauſe my Son has err'd 
Zanch. Mark him. 

Leo. Our of the heat of Youth, does't follow 
| muſt be Father of his Crimes. 
Alph. 1 ay ſtill, © 

Leave off your Rhetorick, and reſtore my Daughter, 

And ſuddenly; bring in your Rebel too, 

Mountdragon, he that mounts without Commiſhon, 

That I may ſee him puniſhed, and ſeverely, 

Or by that Holy Heay'n III fire your Houſe, 
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And there's my way of Honour. 

Zanch. Pray give me leave; 

Was not Man made the nobleſt Creature? 

Ab. Well Sir. 

Zanc h. Should not his Mind then anſwer to his Making, 
And to his Mind his Actions? If this cught to be, 
Why do we run a blind way from our Worths, 
And canc l our Diſcretions, doing thoſe things 
To cure Offences, are the moſt Offences? ' 

We have Rules of Juſtice in us, to thoſe Rules 
Let us apply our Angers: You can conſider 
The want in othcrs of theſe terminations, 

And how unfurniſh'd they appear. 

Alph. Hang others, 
And where the Wrongs are open, hang ReſpeQs, 
I come not to conſider. 

Leo. Noble Sir, 
Let us argue cooly, and conſi der like Men. 

Alph., Like Men! 

Leo. Ye are too ſudden ſtill. 

Alph. Like Men, Sir? 

Zanch. It is fair Language, and ally'd to Honour. 

Alph. W by, what ſtrange Beaſt would your graveReve- 
Make me appcar? like Men! (rence 

Zanch. Taſte but rhat point, Sir, 

And ye recover all. | 

Alph, 1 tell thy Wiſdom 
I am as much a Man, and as good a Man. 

Leo. All this is granted, Sir. 

Alph. As wiſe a Man. 

Zanch. Ye are not tainted that way. 

Alph. And a Man | 
Dares make thee no Man; or at beſt, a baſe Man. 

Lauch. Fie, fie, here wants much Carriage. 

Alph. Hang much Carriage. | 

Leo. Give me good Language. | 

Alph. Sirrah Signior, give me my Daughter. 

Leo. I am as gentle as your ſelf, as tree Born. 

Zanch. Obſerve his way. 

Les. As much reſpect ow'd to me. 

Zanch. This hangs together nobly. Lo. 
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Leo. And for Civil, 

A great deal more, it ſeems: Go look your Daughter. 

Zanch. There ye were well off, Signior. 

Leo. That rough Tongue 
You underſtand at firſt : You never think, Sir, 

Out of your Mightineſs, of my Loſs; here I ſtand 
A patient Anvil, to your burning Angers, | 
Made Subject to your Dangers; yet my Loſs equal: 
Who ſhall bring home my Son? 

Alth. A whipping Beadle. 

Leo. Why, is your Daughter whoriſh? 

Alph. Ha, thou dar'ſt not; 

By Heav'n I know thou dar'ſt not. 

Leo. I dare more, Sir, 

If you dare be uncivil. 

Alph. Laugh too, Pidgeon. 

Zanch. A fitter timefor Fame's ſake ; two weak Nurſes 
Would laugh at this; are there no more Days coming, 
No Ground but this to argue on? No Swords left, 
Nor Friends to carry this, but your own Furies? 

Alas! it ſhows too weakly. 

Alpb. Let it ſhow, | 
| come not here for Shews : Laugh at me, Sirrah ? 
I'll give ye Cauſe to laugh. 

Leo. Ye are as like, Sir, 

As any Man in Span. 
Alpb. By Heav'n, I will, 
I will, brave Leonardo. 
Leo. Brave Alphonſo, 
I will expect it then. 
Zanch. Hold ye there both, 
Theſe Terms are noble. 

Alph. Ye ſha'l hear ſhortly from me. 

Zanch, Now diſcreetly. | 

Alph. Aſſure your ſelf ye ſhall : Do ye ſee this Sword, 
He has not caſt his Teeth yer. (Sir ? 

Zanch. Rarely carried. 

Alpb. He bites deep, moſt Times mortal : Signior, 
I! hound him at thee fair and home, 
Lancb. Still nobly. 
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Alph. And at all thoſe that dare maintain ye. 
Zanch. Excellent. (tain 
Leo. How you hall pleaſe, Sir, ſo it be fair, though cer- 
T had rather give you Reaſon. 
Zanch. Fairly urg'd to. 
Ailph. This is no Age for Reaſon; prick your Reaſon 
Upon your Sword's point. 
Zanch. Admirably follow'd. 
Alph. And there'll hear it: ſo till I pleaſe, live, Sir. [Ex. 
Leo. And ſo farewel, you're welcome. 
Zanch. The end crowns all things, 
Signior, ſome little buſineſs paſt, this cauſe Pll argue 
And be a Peace between ye, ift ſo pleale ye, | 
And by the ſquare of Honour to the utmoſt. 
I feel the old Man's maſter'd by much Paſſion, 
And too high rack'd, which makes him overſhoot all 
His Valour ſhould direct at, and hurt thole 
That ſtand but by as blenchers; this he muſt know too, 
As neceſſary to his Judgment, doting Women | 
Are neither ſafe nor wife Adventurers; conceive me, 
If once their Will have wander'd; nor is't then 
A time to uſe our Rages: for why ſhould I 
Bite at the Stone, when he that throws it wrongs me? 
Do not we know that Women are moſt Wooers, 
Though cloſeſt in their Carriage? Do not all Men know, 
Scarce all the compaſs of the Globe can hold 'em, | 
If their Affections be afoot? ſhall I then covet 
The Follies of a She- fool, that by Nature 
Muſt ſeek her like, by reafon, be a Woman, 
Sink a tall Ship, becauſe the Sails defie me? 
No, I diſdain that Folly ; he that ventures 
Whilſt they are fit to put him on, has found out 
The everlaſting motion in his Scabbard. 
I doubt not to make Peace; and ſo for this time 
My beſt Love and Remembrance. 
Leo, Your poor Servant. | [Exeunt. 


S$\G:KiN:E . 


Enter Diego, Philippo, and Theodoſia. 


Phi, Where will our Horſes meet us? * 
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Die. Fear not you, Sir, 
Some half Mile hence my Worſhip's Man will ſtay us: 
How is it with my young Bloods? come, be joyial, ' 
Let's travel like a merry Flock of wild Geeſe, 
Every Tongue talking. | | 
Phi. We are very merry; 
But do you know this way, Sir? 
Theo. Is't not dangerous? 
Methinks theſe woody Thickets ſhould harbour Knaves, 
Die. I fear none but fair Wenches; t hoſe are Thieves, 
May quickly rob me of my good Conditions, | 
If they cry ſtand once: But the belt is, Signiors, 
They cannot bind my Hands; for any elſe, 
They meet an equal Knave, and there's my Paſport. 
| have ſcen fine Sport in this place: Had theſe Trees 
Tongues, (though, 
They would tell ye pretty Matters: Do not you fear, 
They are not every Days Delights. 
Pbi. What Sport, Sir? | 
Die. Why, to ſay true, the Sport of all Sports. 
Phi, What was't ? | 
Die, Such turning up of Taffatacs; and you know 
To what rare whiſtling 'Tunes they go, far beyond 
A ſoſt Wind in the Shrouds; ſuch ſtand there, 
And down i'th' other Place: Such Supplications 
And Sub- diviſions for thoſe Toys their Honours, 
One, as ye are a Gentleman, in this Buſh ; 
And oh, ſweet Sir, what meanye ? There's a Bracelet, 
And uſe me, I beſeech ye, like a Woman, 
And her Petition's heard : Another ſcratches, (tain 
And cries the will die firit, and then (wounds ; but cer- 
She is brought to Life again, and does well after. 
Another, ſave mine Honour, Oh mine Honour. 
My Husband ſerves the Duke, Sir, in his Kitchen, 
I have a cold Pye for yes; fie, fie, fic, Gentlcmen, 
Will nothing ſatisfie, where's my Husband ? | 
Another cries, do ye ſec, Sir, how they uſe me, 
ls there no Law for theſe things? Fi] 
Theo. And, good mine Hoſt, 
Do you call theſe fine Sports ? 
Die. What ſhould I call 'em, They 
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They have been ſo call'd theſe thouſand Years and up- 
Phi. But what becomes o'th' Men? (wards. 
Die. They're ſtript and bound, 

Like ſo many Adams, with Fig-Leaves afore em, 

And there's their Innocence. 

Theo, Would we had known this, 

Before we reacht this Place. 

Phi. Come, there's no Danger, 

Theſe are but ſometimes Chances. 

Enter Bailiff. 
Die. Now we mult through, 
Theo. Who's that ? 
Die. Stand to it Signiors. 
Phi. No it needs not. 
I know the Face, tis honeſt. 
Bail. W hat mine Hoſt, 

Mine everlaſting honeſt Hoſt ? 
Die. Maſs Baily : 

Now in the Name of an ill Reckoning, 

What make you walking this round ? 
Bail. A-— of this round, 

And of all Buſineſs too, through Woods, and Raſcals, 

They have rounded me away a dozen Duckets, 

Beſides a fair round Cloak: Some of em knew me, 

Elſe they had caſed me like a Cunny too, 

As they have done the reſt, and | think roaſted me, 

For they began to baſte me ſoundly : My young Signiors, 

Lou may thank Heav'n, and heartily, and hourly, 

You ſet not out ſo early; ye had been ſmoak'd elſe, 

By this true Hand ye had, Sirs, finely ſmoak'd, 

Had ye been Women, ſmockt too. 

Theo. Heay'n defend us. | 
Bail. Nay, that had been no Prayer; there were thoſe 

That run that Prayer out of Breath, yet fail'd too. 

There was a Friar, now ye talk of Prayer, 

With a huge Bunch of Beads, like a Rope of Onions, 

I am ſure as big, that out of Fear and Prayer, 

In half an Hour, wore 'em as ſmall as Bugles, 

Yet he was flead too. | 
Phi, At what Hour was this? 


Bail. 
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Bail. Some two hours ſince. 

Theo. Do you think the Paſſage ſure now ? 

Bail. Yes, a Rope take em, as it will, and bleſs em, 
They have done for this Day ſure. 

Phi. Are many rifled ? 

Bail. At the leaſt a dozen, 
And there left bound. 

Theo. How came you free ? 

Bail. A Courteſie 
They uſe out of their Rogueſhips, to bequeath 
To one, that when they give a ſign from far 
Which is from out of Danger; he may preſently 
Releaſe the reſt ; as I met you, I was going, 
Having the ſign from yonder Hill to do it. 

Theo. Alas poor Men. 

Phi, Mine Hoſt, pray go untie em. 

Die. Let me alone for Cancelling, where are they ? 

Bail. In every Buſn, like black Birds, you cannot miſs'em. 

Die. I need not ſtalk unto em. Exit. 

Bail. No, they'll ſtand ye, 
My buſie Life for yours, Sir: You would wonder 
To ſee the ſeveral Tricks and ſtrange Behaviours 
Of the poor Raſcals in their Miſeries, 
One weeps, another laughs at him for weeping, 
A third is monſtrous angry he can laugh, 
And cries, go too, this is no time; he laughs ſtill; 
A fourth exhorts to Patience, him a fifth Man 
Curſes for tameneſs; him a Friar ſchools, 
All hoot the Friar, here one ſings a Ballad, 
And there a little Curate confutes him, 

And in this Linſey-woolſey way, that would make a Dog 
Forget his Dinner, or an old Man fire, 
They rub out for their Ranſoms: Amongſt the reſt, 
Thereis a little Boy robb'd, a fine Child, . 
It ſeems a Page: I muſt confeſs my pity 
(As 'tis a hard thing in a Man of my place 
To ſhew Compaſſion) itir'd at him, ſo finely 
And without Noiſe he carries his Afflictions, 
And looks as if he had but dreamt of loſing. 
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Enter Hoſt and Leocadia, and others as robb'd. 
This Boy's the glory of this Robbery, 
The reſt but ſhame the Action; now ye may hear em. 
Hoſt.Come Lads, tis Holy-day; hang Cloaths, tis hot; 
And {ſweating Agues are abroad. 
t. It ſeems ſo 
For we have met with rare Phyſicians 
To cure us of that Malady. 
Hoſt. Fine footing, > 4 
Light and deliver; now my Boys: Maſter Friar, 
How does your: Holineſs, bear up Man; what 
A cup of neat Sack now and a Toaſt: Ha, Friar 
A warm plaiſter to your Belly, Father, 
There were a Bleſſing now. | 
Friar. Ye ſay your Mind, Sir. 
Hoſt. Where my fine Boy, my Pointer. 
Bail. There's the wonder. (low 
Hoſt. A rank Whore ſcratch their Sides till the Pox fol- 
For robbing thee, thou haſt a thouſand ways 
To rob thy ſelf Boy, Dice, and a Chamber-Devil. 
Leo. Ve are deceiv'd, Sir. 
Hoſt. And thy Maſter too, Boy. | 
Phi. A ſweet- facd Boy indeed; what Rogues were theſe? 
What barbarous, brutiſh Slaves to ſtrip this Beauty? 
Theo. Come hither my Boy: Alas! he's cold; mine Hoſt, 
Me muſt intreat your Cloak. | | 
Hoſt. Can ye intreat it. 
Phi. We do preſume ſo much, you have other Garments, 
Hoſt, Will you intreat thoſe too? 
Theo. Your Mule muſt too, 
To the next Town, you ſay 'tis near; in pity 
You cannot ſee this poor Boy periſh. _ 
I know ye have a better Soul, we'll ſatisfie ye. (it, 
Hoſt.” Tisa ſtrange fooliſh trick I have, but I cannot help 
I am ever cozen'd with mine own Commendations ; 
It is determin'd then I ſhall be robb'd too. 
To make up vantage to his dozen; here Sir, 
Heav'n has provided ye a ſimple Garment 
To ſet ye off, pray keep it handſomer . 
Than you kept your own; and let me have it ones ©, 4 
| m 
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Bruſh'd and diſcreetly folded. 
Leo. I thank ye, Sir. | 
Hoſt, Who wants a Doublet ? 

I 


2. 1. 
Hoſt. Where will you have it? 
2. From you Sir, if you pleaſe. 
Hoſt. Oh, there's the point, Sir. 
Phi. My honeſt Friends, I am ſorry for your Fortunes, 
But that's but poor Relief; here are ten Duckets, 
And to your Diſtribution, holy Sir, 
I render 'em, and let it be your care 
To ſee 'em, as your wants are, well divided. 
Hyſt. Plain dealing now my Friends, and Father Friar, 
Set me the Saddle right; no wringing, Friar, 
Nor Tithing to the Church, theſe are no Duties 
Scour me your Conſcience, if the Devil tempt ye 
Off with your Cord, and (winge him. 
Friar. Ve ſay well, Sir. 
All. Heav'n keep your Goodneſs. 
Theo. Peace keep you, farewel Friends. 
Hoſt. Farewel Light-Horſe-men. Er. therob'd. 
Phi. Which way Travel you, Sir. 
Bail. To the next Town. 
Theo. Do you want any thing ? 
Bail. Only Diſcretion to travel at good Hours, 
And ſome warm Meat to moderate this matter, 
For I am-moſt outragious cruel hungry. 
Hoſt. I have a Stomach too, ſuch as it is, 
Would poſea right good Paſty, I think Heav'n fort. 
Bail. Cheeſe, that would break the Teeth of a newHand- 
I could endure now like an Oſtrich, or ſalt Beef, (ſaw, 
That Ceſar left in Pickel. | 
Phi. Take nocare, 
We'll have Meat for you, and enough; i' th* mean time 
Keep you the Horſe way, leſt the Fellow miſs us, 
We'll meet ye at the end o'th' Wood. 
Hoſt. Make haſte then. [ Ex. Hoſt and Bail, 
Theo. My pretty Sir, till your Neceſſities 5 
Be full ſupplicd, ſo pleaſe you truſt our Friendſhips, 
We mult not part. 
| Leo, | 
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Leo. Ye have pull'd a Charge upon ye, 
Yet ſuch a one as ever ſhall be thankful. 
Phi. Ye have ſaid enough, may I be bold to ask ye, 
W hat Province you were 2 in? And of what Parents? 
Leo, Ve may Sir: I was Born in Andaluzia, 
My Name Franciſco, Son to Don Henriques 
De Cardinas. 
Theo. Our noble Neighbour. 
Phi. Son to Don Henriques ? 
I know the Gentleman: And by your leave, Sir, 
I know he has no Son. 
Leo. None of his own Sir, 
Which makes him put that right upon his Brother 
Don Zanchio's Children : One of which I am, 
And therefore do not much err. 
Phi. Still ye do, Sir, 
For neither has Don Zanchio any Son; 
A Daughter, and a rare one, is his Heir, 
Which though I never was ſo bleſt to ſee, 
Yet L have heard great good of. 
Theo. Urge no further, 
He is aſhamed, and bluſhes. 
Phi. Sir, 
If ir might import you to conceal your ſelf, 
I ask your Mercy, I have been ſo curious. 
Leo. Alas! I muſt ask yours Sir, for theſe Lies, 
Yer they were uſeful ones; for by the claiming 
Such noble Parents, I believ'd your bounties (men, 
Would ſhew more gracicus: The plain Truth is, Gentlc- 
I am Don Zanchio's — Son, a wild Boy, 
That for the Fruits of his unhappineſs 
Is feign to ſeek the Wars. 
Theo. This is a lie too, 
If 1 have any Ears. 
Phi. Why ? | 
Theo. Mark his Language, 
And ye ſhall find it of too ſweet a reliſh 
For one of (ſuch a breed: I'll pawn my Hand, | 
This is no Boy. | | 
Phi. No Boy ? What would you have him? 1 | 
40. 
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Theo. I know no Boy : 1 watcht how fearfully, 
And yet how ſuddenly he cur'd his Les, 
The right Wir of a Woman; now I am ſure. 

Phi, What are ye ſure? 

Theo. That tis no Boy: I'll burn in't. 

Phi. Now I conſider better, and take Council, 
Methinks he ſhows mofe ſweetneſs in that Face, 
Than his fears dare deliver. 

Theo. No more talk on't, 
There hangs ſome great weight by itz ſoon at Night 
III tell ye more. 

Phi. Come, Sir, whate'er you are, 
With us, embrace your liberty, and our helps 

any need you have. 

Leo. All my poor Service 
Shall be at your Command, Sir, and my Prayers. 

Phi. Let's walk apace; Hunger will cut their Throats 
elſe. | | | Exeunt. 


SCE NE: III. 


Enter Rodorigo, Marc Antonio, and a Ship-majter, 
two Chairs ſet out. 
Rod. Call up the Maſter. 
Maſt. Here, Sir. 
Rod. Honeſt Maſter, 
Give order all the Gallics with this Tide | 
Fall round, and near upon us; that the next wind 
We may weigh off together, and recover 
The Port of Barcelma, withour parting, : 
Maſt. Your Pleaſure's done, Sir. [ Exit, 
Rod. Signior Mare Antonio, 
'Till Meat be ready, let's fit here, and prepare 
Our Stomachs with Diſcourſes. | 
Marc. What you pleaſe, Sir. 
Rod. Pray ye anſwer me to this doubt. 
Marc, If 1 can, Sir. (dren, 
Rod. Why ſhould ſuch Plants as you are, Pleaſure's Chil- 
That owe their bluſhing Years to gentle Objects, 
Tenderly bred, and brought up in all fulneſs, 
Deſire the ſtubborn Wars? 
Vol. V. H | Marc, 
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Marc. In thoſe 'tis wonder, | 
That make their Eaſe their God, and not their Honour: 
But noble General, my end is other, 
Deſire of Knowledge, Sr, and hope of tying 
Diſcretion to my time, which only ſhews me, 
And not my Years, a Man, and makes that more, 


Which we call handſome, the reſt is but Boys Beauty, 
And with the Boy conſum'd. 


Rod. Ye argue well, Sir. 

Marc. Nor dol wear my Youth, as they wear Breeches, 
For object, but for uſe; my Strength for Danger, 
Which is the liberal part of Man, not Dalliance: 

The Wars mult be my Miſtreſs, Sir. 
Rod. Oh Signior, 
You'll find her a rough Wench. 
Marc. When the is won once, 
She'll ſhow the ſweeter, Sir. 

Rod. You can be pleas'd though, 
Sometimes to take a tamer? 

Marc. Tis a truth, Sir, 

So ſhe be handſome, and not ill condition'd. 

Kod. A Soldier ſhould not be ſo curious. 

Marc. | can make ſhift with any for a heat, Sir. 
Rod. Nay, there you wrong your Youth too; and how- 

ever 
Youare pleas'd to appear to me, which ſhews well, Signior, 
A tougher Soul than your few Years can teſtifie; 
Yer, my young Sir, out of mine own experience 
When my Spring was, I am able to confute ye, 
And ſay, y'had rather come to th' ſhock of Eyes, 
And boldly march up to your Miſtreſs Mouth, 
Then to the Cannons. | 

Marc, Thar's as their lading is, Sir. 

Rod. There be Trenches 
Firter and warmer for your Years, and ſafer, 

Than where the Bullet plays. 

Marc. There's it I doubt, Sir. 

Rod. You'll caſily find that faith : But come, be liberal, 
What kind of Woman could you make beſt Wars with? 

Marc. They are all but heavy marches. 
_ Rod. Fie, Marc Antonio? | | Beauly 


— > 
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Beauty in no more Reverence ? 
Marc. In the Sex, Sir, 
Honour it, and next to Honour, love it, 
For there is only Beauty; and that ſweetnefs 
That was firſt meant for Modeſty; ſever it 
And put it in one Woman, it appears not, 
'Tis of too rare a Nature, ſhe too groſs 
To mingle with it. 
Rod. This is a meer Hereſie. 
Marc. Which makes *em ever mending; for that gloſs 
That cozens us for Beauty, is but Bravery, 
An outward ſhew of things well ſer, no more: 
For heav'nly Beauty, is as Heav'n it ſelf, Sir, 
Too excellent for Object, and what is ſcen 
Is but the Vail then, airy Clouds; grant this 
t may be ſeen, tis but like Stars in twinklings. 
Rod. Twas no ſmall ſtudy in their Libraries | 
Brought you to this Experience: But what think ye 
Of that fair red and white, which we call Beauty? 
Marc. Why? 'tis our Creature, Sir, we give it 'em, 
Becauſe we like thoſe colours, elſe 'tis certain 
A blue Face with a motley Noſe would do it; 
And be as great a Beauty, ſo we lov'd it; 
That we cannot give, which is only Beauty, 
Is a fair Mind. 


Rod. By this Rule, all our choices 
Are to no ends. 
Marc. Except the dull end, doing. 
Rod. Then all to you ſeem equal? 
Marc. Very true, Sir, ä 
And that makes equal dealing: I love a! 
Thar's worth Love. 
Rod. How long love ye, Signior ? 
Mare, Till I have other buſineſs. 
Rod. Do you never 
ore ſtedfaſtly one Woman? 
Marc. Tis a Toil, Sir, 
Like riding in one Road perpetually, 
It offers no variety. 


Rod. Right Youth, 


— — 
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He muſt necds make a Soldier; nor do you think 
One Woman can love one Man? 

Marc. Yes, that may be, | 
Though it appear not often; they are things ignorant, 
And therefore apted to that Superſtition 
Of doting fondneſs; yet of late Years, Signior, 

That Worid's weil mended with*em, fewer are found now 
That love at length, and to the right mark, all 

Stir now as the time ſtirs; Fame and Faſhion 

Are ends they aim at now, and to make that love 
That wiſer Ages held Ambition: 

They that cannot reach this may love by Index; 

By every day's ſurveying who belt promiſes, 

Who has done beſt, who may do, and who mended 
May come to do again; who appears neateſt 

Fither in new ſtampt Clothes, or courteſies, (things 
Done but from Hand to Mouth neither; nor love they theſe 
Longer than new are making, nor that Succeſſion 


Beyond the next fair Feather: Take the City, 


here they go tot by Gold weight, no gain from 'em, 
All they can work by Fire and Water to 'em, 
Pro it is all they point at; if there be Love, 
"Tis ſhew d ye by ſo dark a Light, to bear out 
Th; bracks and old ſtains in it, that ye may purchaſe 
French Velvet better cheap; all loves are endleſs. 
Rod. Faith, if you have a Miſtreſs, would ſhe heard you. 
Marc. Tv ere but the vent'ring of my Place, or {wearing 
I meant it but for Argument, as Schoolmen 
Diſpute high Queſtions. 
Rod. What a World is this, 
When young Men dare determine what thoſe are, 
Age the beſt Experience ne'er could aim ar. (bigger, 
Marc. They were thick=cy'd then, Sir; now the Printis 
And they may read their Fortunes without Spectacles. 
Rod. Did you ne'er love? 
Marc. Faith yes, once after Supper, 
And the fit held *rill Midnight. 
Rod. Hot, or ſhaking ? 
Marc. To ſay true, both. 
Rod. How did ye rid it? 
Aale. 
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Marc. Thus, Sir, 
I laid my Hand upon my Heart, and bleſt me, 
And then ſaid over certain Charms I had lea'n'd 
Againſt mad Dogs, for Love and they are all one; 
Laſt thought upon a Windmil, and ſo ſlept, 
And was well ever after. 
Rod. A rare Phyſician, : 
What would your Practice gain ye? 
Marc. The Wars ended, 
I mean to uſe my Art, and have theſe Fools 
Cut in the Head like Cars, to fave the Kingdom 
Another Inquiſition. 
Fod. So old a Soldier 
Out of the Wars, I never knew yet practiſed, 
Marc. I ſhall mend every Day; bur noble General, 
Believe this, but as this you nam'd, Diſcourſes. 
Rod. Oh ye are a cunning Gameſter. 
Marc. Mirths and Toys 
To cozen Time withal; for o' my Troth, Sir, 
can Love, I think, well too, well enough; 
And think as well of Women as they are, 
Pretty fantaſtick things, ſome more regardful, 
And ſome few worth a Service: I am fo honeſt, 
I wiſh 'em all in Heav'n, and you know how hard, Sir, 
will be to get in there with their great Farthingals. 
Rod. Well Marc Antonio, | would not loſe thy Company 
For the beſt Gallcy I command, 
Marc. Faith General, 
If theſe Diſcourſes pleate ye, I ſhall fir ye _ 
Once every Day. [ Knock within, 
Rod. Thou canft not pleaſe me better; hark, they call 
Below to Dinner; ye are my Cabbin Gueſt, 
My Boſom's, ſo you pleaſe, Sir. 
Marc, Your poor Servant. Exeuut. 


SCENE IY. 


Enter ſecond Hoſt, and bis Wife, 
Firſt. Let em have Meat enough Woman, Half a Hen 5 


There be old rotten Pilchards, put 'em off too, 
H 3 Ti 
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"Tis but a little new anointing of em, 
And a ſtrong Onion, that confounds the ſtink. 
Hoſteſs. They call for more, Sir. 
Hoſt. Knock adozen Eggs down, 
Bur then beware your Wenches. 
Hoſteſs. More than this too? (up Wench, 
Het. Worts, worts, and make em Porridge, pop em 
But they ſhall pay for Cullyſes, 
Hoſteſs. All this is nothing; 
They call for Kid and Partridge. 
Hiſt. Well remembred, 
Where's the Faulconer's half Dog he left? 
Hoſteſs. It ſtinks, Sir, 
Paſt all hope that way. 
Hoſt. Run it o'er with Garlick, 
And make a Roman Diſh on't. 
Hoſteſs. Pray ye be patient, 
And get Proviſion in; theſe are fine Gentlemen, 
And liberal Gentlemen; they have unde quare 
No mangey Muleters, nor pinching Poſts, 
That feed upon the parings of Musk-melons 
Ard Radiſhes, as big and tough as Rafters: 
Will ye be ſtirring in this Buſineſs? Here's your Brother, 
Mine old Hoſt of Offuna, as wile as you are, 
That is, as Knaviſh; if ye put a trick, 
Take hecd he do not find it. 

Hoſt. Vil be wagging. 

Hiyſteſs."Tis for your own Commodity; why Wenches: 
Ser. within. Anon forſooth. (ter? 
Hoſteſs. Who makes a Fire there? And who gets in W 
Let Olroer go to the Juſtice, and beſeech his Worſhip 
We may have two Spits going z and do you hear Druce, 
Let him invite his Worſhip, and his Wives Worſhip, 
To the lett Meat to Morrow. 

Enter Bailiff. 
Bail. Where's this Kitchen? 
Hoſteſs. Even at the next Door Signior z what, old Don! 
We meet but ſeldom. WE 
Bail. Prethee be patient Hoſtels, 
And tell me where the Meat is. 


at 
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. Hiſt. Faith Maſter Baily, 
How have ye done? And how Man? 
Bail. Good ſweet Hoſteſs, 
Whar ſhall we have to Dinner? 
Hoſteſs. How does your Woman, 
And a fine Woman the is, and a good Woman; 
Lord, how you bear your Years ? 
Bail. Is't Veal or Mutton, 
Beef, Bacon, Pork, Kid, Pheaſant, or all theſe, 
And are they ready all? 
Hoſt. The hours that have been 
Between us two, the merry hours : Lord! 
Bail. Hoſtels, 
Dear Hoſteſs do but hear; I am hungry. 
Hoſteſs. Ve are merrily diſpoſed, Sir. 
Bail. Monſtrous hungry, 
And hungry after much Meat, I have brought hither 
Right worſhipful to pay the reckoning, 
Mony enough too with 'em, defire enough 
To have the beſt Meat, and of that enough too: 
Come to the point ſweet Wench, and fo l kiſs thee. 
Hoſteſs. Ye ſhall have any thing, and inſtantly, 
Eer you can lick your Ears, Sir. 
Bail. Portly Meat, | 
Bearing ſubſtantial ſtuff, and fit for Hunger, 
do beſeech;ye Hoſteſs firſt, then ſome light GS 
Iwo Pheaſants in a Diſli, if ye have Leverits, 
Rather for way of Ornament, than Appetite, 
They may be look'd upon, or Larks, for Filth, 
As there is no great need, ſo I would not wiſh ye 
To ſerve above four Diſhes, but thoſe full ones ; 
Ve have no Cheeſe of Parma ? 
Hoſteſs. Very old, Sir. 
Bail. The leſs will ſerve us, ſome ten Pound. 
Hoſteſs. Alas, Sir, 
We have not half theſe Dainties. 
Bail. Peace gocd Hoſtels, 
And make us hope ye have. 
Hoſteſs. Ye ſhall have all, Sir, 


Bail. That may be got for Mony. | 
H 4. | E ter 


144 
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Enter Diego, and a Boy, 
| Die. Where's your Maſter? 
Bring me your Miſter, Boy: I muſt have Liquor 
| Fit for the Mermidons, no daſhing now, Child, 
No Conjurings by Candle-light, I know all; 
| Strike me the oldeſt Sack, a Piece that carries 
Point blank to this place Boy, and batters z Hoſteſs, 
T kifs thy Hands through which many a round reckoning 
And things of moment have had motion. 
Hoſteſs. Still mine old Brother. 
Die. Set thy Soller open, 
For I muſt enter, and advance my Colours; (Duckets, 
I have brought thee Dons indeed Wench, Dons with 
And thoſe Dons muſt have dainty Wine, pure Bacchus 
That blecds the life Blood; what, is your cure en 
Bail, We ſhall have Meat, Man. 
Die. Then we will have Wine, Man, 
And Wine upon Wine, cut and drawn with Wine. 
Hoſteſs. Ye ſhall have all, and more than all. 
Bail. All, well then, 
Die. Away, about your Buſineſs, you with her 
For old acquaintance fake, to ſtay your Stomach. 
And Boy, be you my Guide, ad inferos, 
For I will make a full deſcent in Equipage. 5 
[ Exe. Hoſteſs and Bailiff. 
Boy. Tl ſhew you rare Wine. 
Die. Stinging Beer. | 
Boy. Divine, Sir. (Boy 
Die. O divine Boy, march, march my Child, rare Wine 
Boy. As any is in pain, Sir. 7 
Die. Old, a d ſtrong too, 
Oh my fine Boy, clear too? 
Boy. As Chriſtal Sir, and as Truth. 
Die. Away Boy, 
am enamor'd, and I long for Dalliance, 
Stay no where Child, not for thy Father's Bleſſing, 
charge thee not to ſave thy Siſter's Honour, 
Nor to cloſe thy Dames Eyes, were ſhe a Dying 
Till we arrive, and for thy Recompence 
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will remember thee in my Will. 
Boy. Ve have ſaid, Sir. [Exennt. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Philippo, and ſecond Hoſt. 


Phi, ne Hoſt, is that Apparel got ye ſpoke of? 
M Ye ſhall have ready Mony 4 - 


2 Hoſt. *Tis come in Sir, he has it on Sir, 
And I think *twill be fit, and o' my Credit 
'Twas never worn bur once Sir, and for neceſſity | 
Pawn'd to the Man I told ye of, 

Phi. Pray bargain for it, 
And J will be the Pay-maſter. 

2 Hoſt. I will, Sir. 

Phi. And let our Meat be ready when you pleaſe, 
I meanas ſoon. - 

2 Hoſt. Ir ſhall be preſently. 

Phi. How far ſtands Barcelona? 

2 Hoſt. But two Leagues off, Sir, 
You may be there by three a Clock, 


Phi, I am glad ont. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Theodoſia, and Leocadia. 


Theo. Signior Franciſco, why 1 draw you hither 
To this remote Place marvel not, for truſt me 
My Innocence yet never knew ill dealing, 
And as ye have a noble Temper, ſtart not 
Into Offence, at any thing my Knowledge, 
And for your ſpecial good, would be inform'd of, 
Nor think me vainly curious. 

Leo. Worthy Sir, 
The courteſies you and your noble Brother, 
Even then when few Men find the way to do 'em, 
I mean in want, ſo freely ſhowr'd upon me, 
So truly, and ſo timely miniſter'd, | 


Muſt, 


2382 Lowe's Pilgrimage. 


Muſt, if I ſhould ſuſpect thoſe Minds that made em, 
Either proclaim me an unworthy Taker, 

Or worſe, a baſe Believer : Speak your Mind, Sir, 
Freely, and what you pleaſe, I am your Servant. 

Theo. Then my young Sir, know, ſince our firſt Acquain- 
Induc'd by Circumſtances that deceive not (tance, 
To clear ſome doubts I have; ' nay bluſh not, Signior, 

I have beheld ye narrowly: More bluſhes? 
Sir, ye give me ſo much light, I find ye 
A thing confcis'd already: Vet more bluſhes? 
You would ill cover an Offence might fink ye, 
That cannot hide your (elf ; why do ye ſhake ſo? 
mean no trouble to ye; this fair Hand 
Was never made for hardneſs, nor thoſe Eyes 
(Come do not hide em) for rough Objects; hark ye, 
Ye have betray'd your felt, that Sigh confirms me; 
Another? and a third too? then I ſee 
Theſe Boys Cloaths do but pinch ye; come, be liberal, 
Ye have found a Friend that has found you, diſguiſe not 
That loaden Soul that labours to be open: 
Now you muſt weep, I know it, for I ſee 
Your Eyes down laden to the Lids, another 
Manifeſt token that my doubts are perfect; 
Yet I have found a greater tell me this, 
Why were theſe holes left open, there was an error, 
A foul one, my Franciſco, have I caught ye? 
Oh pretty Sir, the cuſtom of our Country 
Allows Men none in this place: Now the ſhow'r comes: 
Leo. Oh Signior Theodore. 
Theo. This ſorrow ſhows ſo ſweetly, 
I cannot chuſe but keep it Company: 
Take truce and ſpeak, Sir: and I charge your goodneſs, 
By all thoſe perfect hopes that point at Virtue, 2H: 
By that remembrance theſe fair Tears are ſhed for, 
If any ſad Misfortune have thus form'd ye, | 
That either Care or Counſel may redeein, 
Pain, Purſe, or any thing within the Power 
And Honour of free Gentlemen, reveal it, 
And have our labours. ; Cs 
Leo. 1 have found ye noble, 5 
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And ye ſhall find me true; your Doubts are certain, 
Nor dare I more diſſemble; 1 am a Woman, 
The great example of a wretched Woman. 
Here you muſt give me leave to ſhew my Sex ; 
And now to make ye know how much your Credit 
Has won upon my Soul, ſo it pleaſe your Patience 
I'M tell you my unfortunate ſad Story. 
Theo. Sitdown and ſay on, Lady. 
Leo. I am born, Sir, 
Of good and honeſt Parents, rich, and noble, 
And not to he, the Daughter of Don Zanchio, 
If my unhappy Fortune have not loſt me : / 
My Name call'd Leocadia, even the ſame 
Your worthy Brother did the ſpecial Honour 
To name for beautiful, and without Pride 
I have been often made belicye ſo, Signior ; 
But that's impertinent: Now to my Sorrows ; 
Not far from us a Gentleman of worth, 
A Neighbour and a noble Viſitor, 
Had his abode, who often met my Father 
In gentle ſports of Chaſe, and River-Hawking, 
In Courſe and Riding; and with him often brought 
A Son of his, a young and hopeful Gentleman, 
Nobly train'd up, in years fit for Affection, 
A ſprightly Man, of Underſtanding excellent, 
Of ſpecch and civil *haviour no leſs powerful; 
And of all Parts, elſe my Eyes lied, abundant : 
We grew acquainted, and from that acquaintance 
Nearer into Affection; from Affection 
Into Belict. | 
Theo. Well. 
Leo. Then we durſt kiſs. 
Theo. Go forward. 
Leo. But oh, Man, unconſtant, careleſs Man, 
Oh ſubtle Man, how many are thy miſchiefs; 
Oh Marc Antonio, I may curſe thoſe Kiſles. 
Theo. What did you call him, Lady? 
Teo. Marc Antonio, 
The name to me of Miſery. 
Theo, Pray forward. 
Leo. 
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Leo. From theſe we bred Deſires, Sir; but loſe me Heay'n 
If mine were Luſtful. | 

Theo. I believe. 

Leo. This ncarneſs 
Made him importunate: When to ſave mine Honour, 
Love having full poſſeſſion of my Powers, 

I got a Contract from him. 

Theo. Sealed? 

Leo. And ſworn too ; 

Which ſince, for ſome Offence Heav'n laid upon me, 
I loſt amongſt my Monies in the Robbery, 

The loſs that makes me pooreſt ; this won from him, 
Fool that I was, and too too credulous, 

I pointed him a by-way to my Chamber 

The next Night at an hour, 

Theo. Pray ftay there Lady; (ye? 
And when the Night came, came he, kept he touch with 
Be not ſo ſhame-tac'd ; had you both your Wiſhes? 

Tell me, and tell me true, did he enjoy ye, 

Were ye in one anothers Arms abed? The Contract 
Confirm'd in full joys there? Did he lye with ye? 
Anſwer to that; ha? Did your Father know this, 
The good old Man, or Kindred privy to'r ? 

And had ye their conſents ? Did that Night's promiſc 
Make ye a Mother ? 

Leo. Why do you ask ſo nearly? 

Good Sir, do's it concern you any thing? 

Theo. No, Lady. | 
Only the Pity why you ſhould be uſed ſo 
A little ſtirs me, but did he keep his Promiſe ? 

Leo. No, no, Signior, | 

Alas he never came, nor never meant it, 
My Love was fool'd, time number'd to no end, 
My Expectation flouted; and gueſs you Sir, 
W hat dor unto a doating Maid this was, | 
What a baſe breaking off ? 8 

Theo, All's well then Lady; 

Go forward in your Story. 

Leo. Not only fail'd, Sir, 

Which is a curſe in Love, and may he find it * 
n | | TY en 


— 
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When his Affections are full-wing'd, and ready 
To ſtoop upon the Quarry, then when all 
His full Hopes are in's Arms; not only thus, Sir, 
But more injurious, faithleſs, treacherous, 

Within two Days Fame gave him far remov'd 
With a new Love, which much againſt my Conſcience, 
But more againſt my Cauſe, which is my Hell, 

I muſt confeſs a fair one, a right fair one, 

Indeed of admirable Sweetneſs, Daughter 

Unto another of our noble Neighbours, 

The Thief call'd Theodyfia, whole Perfections 

I am bound to ban for ever, curſe to Wrinkles, 
As Heav'n I hope will make em ſoon, and Aches; 
For they have robb'd me poor unhappy Wench 
Of all, of all Sir, all that was my Glory, 

And left me nothing but theſe Tears, and Travel: 
Upon this certain News, I quit my Father, 

And if you be not milder in Conſtruction 

I fear mine Honour too, and like a Page 

Stole to Oſuna, from that Place to devil, 

From thence to Barcelona I was travelling, 

When you o'er-took my Miſery, in hope to hear of 
Gallies bound up for Italy; for never 

Will I leave off the ſearch of this bad Man, 

This Filcher of Affections, this Love-Pedler ; 
Nor ſhall my Curſes ceaſe to blaſt her Beavties, 
And make her Name as wandring as her Nature, 
*Till ſtanding Face to Face before their Luſts 

I call Heav'ns Juſtice down. 

Theo. This ſhows too angry, 

Nor can it be her Fault ſhe is belov'd, 

If J give Meat, muſt they that eat it ſurfeit? 

Leo. She loves again, Sir, there's thy Miſchief of it 
And in deſpight of me, to drown my Bleſſings, | 
Which ſhe ſhall dearly know. | 

Theo. Ye are too violent. 
Leo. She has Devil's in her Eyes, to whoſe Devotion 
He offers all his Service. | 

| Theo. Who can ſay 

But ſhe may be forſaken too? He that once wanders 
From 
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From ſuch a perfect Sweetneſs, as you promiſe, 

Has he not ſtill the ſame Rule to deceive? 
Leo. No, no, they are together, love together; 

Paſt all Deceit of that fide; ſleep together, 

Live, and delight together, and ſuch Deccit 

Give me in a wild Deſert. 

Theo. By your Leave, Lady, 

I ſee no Honour in this Cunning. 

Leo. Honour? | | . 
True, none of her part, Honour, ſhe deſerves none, 
"Tis ceas'd with wandring Ladies ſuch as ſhe is, 
So bold and impudent. 

Theo. I could be angry, | 
Extreamly angry now beyond my Nature, 

And *twere not for my Pity : What a Man 

Is this, to do theſe Wrongs ? believe me Lady, 

I know the Maid, and know ſhe is not with him, 
Leo. I would you knew, ſhe were in Heav'n. 
Theo. And ſo well know her, 

That I think you are cozen'd. 

Leo. So J ſay, Sir. 

Theo. I mean, in her Behaviour; 


For truſt my Faith, ſo much I dare adventure for her 


She never yet delighted to do Wrong (Credit, 
Leo. How can ſhe then delight in him? dare ſhe 
Be what ſhe will, as excellent as Angels, (think, 


My Love ſo fond, my Wiſhes ſo indulgent, 

That I mult take her Prewnings; ſtop at that 

She has tyr'd upon? No, Sir, I hold my Beauty, 
Waſh but theſe Sorrows from it, of a Sparkle 
As right and rich as hers,, my Means as equal, 
My Youth as much unblown; and for our Worths 
And Weight of Virtue.  _ | 


Theo. Do not task her ſo far. (Sir, Vapour: 
Leo, By Heav'n ſhe is Cork, and Clouds, Light, Light, 


Bur I ſhall find her out, with all her Witchcrafts, 
Her Paintings, and her Pouncings; for tis Art, 
And only Art preſerves her, and meer Spells 

That work upon his Powers; let her but ſhew me 


A ruin'd Cheek like mine, that holds his Colour 


And 
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And writes but ſixteen Years in ſpight of Sorrows, 
An unbathed Body, ſmiles, that give bur Shadows, 
And wrinkle not the Face; beſides ſhe is little, 
A demy Dame, that makes no Object. 
Theo. Nay, 
Then I muſt ſay you err; for credit me, 
I think ſhe is taller than your ſelf. 
Leo. Why let her, 
It is not that ſhall mate me, I but ask 
My Hands may reach unto her. 
Theo. Gentle Lady, 
"Tis now ill time of farther Argument, 
For I perceive your Anger void of Counſel, 
Which I could wiſh more temperate. 
Leo. Pray forgive me, 
If I have ſpoken uncivilly : They that look on 
See more than we that play; and I beſeech ye 
Impute it Love's Offence, not mine; whoſe Torments, 
If you have ever lov'd, and found my Croſſes, 
You muſt confeſs are ſeldom > bs to Patience, 
Yet I could wiſh I had {aid leſs. 
Theo. No harm then, 
Ye have made a full amends; our Company 
You may command, fo pleaſe you, in your Travels, 
With all our Faith and Furtherance; let it be ſo. 
Leo. Ye make too great an Offer. 
Theo. Then it ſhall be. 
Go in and reſt your ſelf, our wholſome Diet 
Will be made ready ftraight - But bark ye Lady, 
One thing I muſt entreat, your Leave and Sufferance, 
That theſe things may be open to my Brother, 
For more Reſpect and Honour, 
Leo. Do your Pleaſure. | | 
Theo. And do not change this Habit by no means, 
Unleſs ye change your ſelt. 
Leo. Which muſt not yet be. 
Theo, It carries ye concealed and ſafe. 
Leo. I am counſel'd. Exit. 
| Euter Philippo. 
Phi. What's done? 


Theo, 


\ 


\ 
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Theo. Why, all we doubted 'tis a Woman, 
And of a noble Strain too, gueſs. 
Phi. I cannot. 
Theo. You have heard often of her. 
Phi. Stay, I think nor. | 
Theo. I: deed ye have; *tis the fair Leocadia, 
Daughter unto Don Zanchio, our noble Neighbour. 


Pbi. . 8 
Theo. Tis ſhe, Sir, o'my Credit. 
Phi. Leocadia, | 
Piſh Leocadia, it muſt not be. 
Theo. It muſt be, or be nothing. 
Phi. Pray give me leave to wonder: Leocadia ? 
Theo. The very (ame. 
Phi. The Damſel Leocadia; 
I gueſt it was a Woman, and a fair one. 
I fee it through her Shape, tranſparent plain 
But that it ſhould be ſhe; tell me directly. 
Theo. By Heav'ns *tis ſhe. 
_ Phi. By Heav'n then 'tis a ſweet one, 
Theo. That's granted too. 
Phi. But hark ye, hark ye, Siſter, 
How came ſhe thus diſguis'd? 
Theo. I'll tell you that too; 
As I came, on the ſelf ſame Ground, ſo us'd too. 
Phi. By the ſame Man ? 
Theo. The ſame too. 
Phi. As 1 live 
You Lovers have fine Fancies. 
Wondrous fine ones. 
Theo. Pray Heav'n you never make one. 
Phi. Faith I know not, | 
But in that Mind I am, I had rather cobble, 


"Tis a more Chriſtian Trade; pray tell me one thingy 


Are not you two now monſtrous jealous 
Of one another ? 

Theo. She is much of me, 
And has raid at me moſt unmercifully 
And to my Face, and o'my Conſcience. 
Had ſhe but known me, either ſhe or I, 
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Or both, had parted with ſtrange Faces, 
She was in ſuch a fury. 
Phi. Leocadia? 
Do's ihe ſpeak handſomely ? 
Theo. W ondrous well, Sir, 
And all ſhe do's becomes her, even her Anger. 
Phi. How ſeemed ſhe when you found her ? 
Theo. Had you ſeen 
How ſweetly fearful her pretty ſelf 
Betray'd her ſelf, how neat her ſorrow ſhow'd, 
And in what handſome phraſe ſhe put her Sto: y, 
And as occaſion ſtir'd her how the ſtarted, 
Tho' roughly, yet moſt aptly, into anger, 
You would have wonder'd. 
Phi, Do's ſhe know ye ? 
Theo. No, 
Nor muſt not by no means. 
Phi. How ſtands your difference ? » 
Theo. I'll tell ye that ſome fitter time, but truſt me 
My Marc Antonto has too much to anſwer. 
Phi. May take knowledge of her? 
Theo, Yes, ſhe is willing. | 
Phi. Pray ule her as ſhe is, with all reſpects then, 
For ſhe is a Woman of a noble breeding. 
Theo. Ye ſhall not find me wanting. 
Phi. Which way bears ſhe ? 
Theo. Our way, and to our end. 
Phi, I am glad on't; hark ye, 
She keeps her ſhape? 
Theo. Yes, and I think by this time 
Has mew'd her old. 
Phi. She is here: By Heav'n a rare one, 
An admirable ſweet one, what an Eye 
Of what a full command ſhe bears, how gracious 
All her aſpect ſhows ; bleſs me from a Feaver, 
| am not well o'th' ſudden 
Leo. Noble Friends, 


Your Meat and all my Service waits upon ye. 
Phi. Ye teach us Manners, Lady; all wfuch Service 


Muſt now be mine to you, and all too poor too; 
Vo L. V. 5 : I : : Bluſh 


Enter Leocadia. 
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Bluſh not we know ye, for by all our Faiths 
With us your Honour 1s in Sanctuary, 
And ever ſhall be. 
Leo. I do well believe it; 
Will ye walk nearer, Sir? [ Exiz, 
Theo. She ſhows ſtill fairer, 
Younger in every change, and clearer, neater ; 
I know not, I may fool my ſelf, and finely 
Nourith a Wolf to eat my Heart out: Certain 
As ſheappears now, ſhe appcars a wonder, 
A thing amazes me; what would ſhe do then 
In Woman's helps, in Ornaments apt for her 
And deckings to her delicacy ? Without all doubt 
She would be held a Miracle; nor can I think 
He has forſaken her : Say what ſhe pleaſe, 
I know his curious Eye, or ſay he had, 
Put cafe he could be fo boy-blind and fooliſh, 
Yet ſtill I fear ſhe keeps the Contract with her, 
Not ſtol'n as ſhe affirms, nor loſt by negligence, 
She would loſe her ſelf firſt, *tis her Lite, and there 
All my hopes are diſpatch'd. O noble Love, 
That thou couldſt be without this Jealouſie, 
Without this Paſſion of the Heart, how heav'nly 
Wouldſt thou appear unto us? Come what may come, 
F'll ſee the end on't : and ſince chance has caft her 
Naked into my refuge, all I can 
She freely ſhall command, except the Man. (Exit, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Leonardo, and Don Pedro. 

Leo. Don Pedro, do you think aſſuredly 
The Galleys will come round to Barcelona 
Within theſe two Days? 

Ped. Without doubt. 

Leo. And think ye 
He will be with em certainly? 

Ped. He is Sir, 
I ſaw him at their ſetting off. 

Leo. Muſt they needs 2 
Touch there for Water, as you ſay ? 


Pell 


2 
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Ped. They muſt Sir, 

And for ireſh Meat too. Few or none go by it, 
Beſide fo great a Fleet mult needs want trimming 
If they have met with foul Seas, and no Harbour 
On this ſide ain is able, without danger, 

To moor 'em, but that Haven. 

Leo. Are the Wars 
His only end? 

Ped. So he profeſſes. 

Leo. Bears he 
Any command amongſt em? 

Ped. Good regard 
With all; which quickly will prefer him. 

Leo. Pray Sir tell me, 

And as you are a Gentleman be liberal. 

Ped. I will Sir, and molt true. 

Leo. Who ſaw ye with him? 

Ped. None but things like himſelf ; young Soldiers 
And Gentlemen deſirous to ſeek Honour. 

Leo. Was there no Woman there, nor none diſguis'd 
That might be thought a Woman? In his Language? 
Did he not let flip ſomething of ſuſpicion 
Touching that wanton way ? 

Ped. Believe me Sir, 

I neither ſaw, nor could ſuſpect that Face 

That might be doubted Woman's, yet I am ſure 
Aboard him I ſee all that paſt; and 'tis impoſſible 
Among ſo many high ſer Bloods there ſhould be 
A Woman, let her cloſe her ſelf within a Cockle, 
But they would open her, he muſt not Love 
Within that Place alone, and therefore ſurely 
He would not be fo fooliſh, had he any, 

To truſt her there; for his Dilcourſe, *twas ever 


. About his Buſineſs, War, or Mirth to make us 


Reliſh a Can of Wine well; when he ſpoke private, 


Twas only the remembrance of his Service, 


And hope of your good Prayers for his Health Sir, 
And io I gave him tc the Seas. 

Leo. 1 thank ye, 
And now am ſati fie J, and to prevent 


L3 Suſpiti- 


| 
' 
| 
[ 
| 
| 
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Suſpicions that may nouriſh dangers, Signior, 
For | have told you how the mad Alphmſo 
Chates like a Stag i'th' toil, and bends his Fury 
Gainſt all, but his own Ignorance; 1 am determin'd, 
For peace ſake and the preſervation 
Of my yet untouch'd Honour, and his cure, 
My ſelf to ſcek him there, and bring him back, 
As teſtimony of an unſought Injury 
By either of our Actions; that the World, 
And he if he have Kealon, may ſee plainly 
Opinion is no perfect Guide; nor all Fames 
Founders of Truths: In the mean time this courteſic 
I mult intreat of you, Sir, Be my ſelf here, 
And as my ſelf command my Family. 
Ped. Ve lay too much truſt on me. 
Leo. Tis my Love, Sir, 
1 will not be long from ye; if this queſtion 
Chance to be call'd upon &er my return, 
I leave your care to anſwer; ſo farewel, Sir. 

Ped Ye take a wiſe way; all my beſt Endeavours 
Shall labour in your abſence; peace go with ye. | Ex. Leo. 
A noble honeſt Gentleman, free hearted, 

And of an open Faith, much loving, and much loved, 
And Father of that Goodneſs only Malice 

Can truly ſtir, againſt z what dare befal 

Till his return TIl anſwer. [ Exit Ped. 


Enter Alphonſo, and Servant. 
Alph. Walk off, Sirrah, 


But keep your ſelf within my call. 


Serv. I will, Sir. | 

Alpb. And ſtir my Horſe for taking cold: Within there, 
Hoa People; you that dwell there my brave Signior, 
What are ye all aſleep? is't that time with ye? 
I'll ring a little louder. | 

Enter Pedro. 

Ped. Sir, who ſcek ye? 

Alpb. Not you, Sir: Where's your Maſter £ 

Ped. I ſerve no Man N 
In way of pay, Sir. 


Alph. Where's the Man o'th' Houſe then? ny 
a 4 
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Ped. What would you have with him, Sir? 
Alph. Do you ſtand here, Sir, 
To ask Men queſtions when they come? 
Ped. I would, Sir, 
Being his Friend, and hearing ſuch alarms, 
Know how Men come to viſit him. 
Alph. Ye ſhall, Sir, 
Pray tell his Mlightineſs here is a Gentleman 
By Name Alphonſo, would intreat his Conference 
About affairs of otate, Sir; arc ye anſwer'd ? 
Enter Lanchio carried, 
Ped. 1 muſt be, Sir. 
Zanch. Stay, ſet me down, ſtay Signior, 
You muſt ſtay, and ye ſhall ſtay, 
Alph. Mcaning me, Sir? 
Zanch. Yes, you Sir, you I mean, I mean you, 
Alph. Well, Sir. 
Why ſhould I ſtay? 
Zanch. There's Reaſon, 
Alph. Reaſon, Sir? 
Zanch. Ay Reaſon, Sir, 
My wrong is greateſt, and I will be ſerved fiſt; 
Call out the Man of Fame. 
Alpb. How ſerv'd, Sir? 
Zanch. Thus, Sir. 
Alph. But not before me? 
Zanch. Before all the World, Sir, 
As my caſe ſtands. 
Alph. I have loſt a Daughter, Sir. : 
Zanch. I have loſt another worth five ſcore of her, Sir. 
Alph. Ye muſt not tell me ſo. 
Zanch, I have, and hark ye, 
Make it up five ſcore more: Call out the Fellow, 
And ſtand you by, Sir. 
Ped. This is the mad Morriſs. 
Alph. And I ſtand by? | 
Zanch. I ſay ſtand by, and do it. 
_ Alph. Stand by among thy Lungs. 
. Zanch. Tune N 4 
And ayers, thou art dead. 
ſay thy Prayers, 1 40 b. 
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Alb. I ſcorn thee, 8 
And ſcorn to ſay my Prayers more than thou doſt, 
Mine is the moſt wrong, and my Daughter dcarcſt, 
And mine ſhall firſt be righred. 

Zanch. Shall be righted? ' 

Ped. A third may live I ſee; pray hear me, Gentlemen. 

Zanch. Shall be? | 

Alpb. Ay, ſhall be righted. 

Zanch. Now ? 

Alph. Now. 

Zanch. Inſtantly? 

Alph. Before I ſtir. 

Zanch. Before me? 

Altb. Before any. (Friends here 

Zanch. Doſt thou conſider what thou ſay'ſt? haſt thou 
Able to quench my Anger, or perſwade me 
After I have beaten thee into one main bruiſt, 

And made thee ſpend thy ſtate in rotten Apples, 
Thou canſt at length be quiet, ſhall I kill thee 
Divide thee like a rotten Pumpion, 95 
And leave thee ſtinking to Poſterity, 
There's not the leaſt blow I ſhall give; but does this 
Urge me no farther: I am firſt, 

Alpb. I'll hang firſt. 
No Goodman Glory, tis not your bravadoes, 
Your punctual Honour, nor Solcadoſhip. 

Zauch. Set me a little ncarer. 

Alph. Ler him fally. 

Zanchb.Lin'd with your quirks of Carriage and Diſcretion, 
Can blow me off my purpole. Where's your credit, 
Wich all your School points now? your decent arguing, 
And apt time for performing ; where are theſe Toys, 
Theſe wiſe ways, and molt honourable courſes, 

To take Revenge? how dar 'ſt thou talk of killing, 
Or think of drawing any thing but Squirts, 
When Letchery has dry founder'd thee 2 

Zanch. Nearer yet, 2 Tm 
That I may ſpit him down: thou look'ft like a Man. 

Ped. I wouid be thought ſo, Sir. - "BB 

| 9 5 1 Zoueh. 
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Zanch, Prithee do but take me, 

And fling me upon that Puppy. 
Alph. Do for Heav'ns ſake, 

And ſee but how l'li hug him. 
Zanch. Vet take warning. 


Ped. Faith Gentlemen, this is a needleſs quarrel, 


Zanch. And do you dc fire to make one? 

Ped. As a Friend, Sir, 
To tell you all this Anger is but loſt, Sir, 
For Leonardo is from home. 

Alph. No, no, Sir. 

Ped Indeed he is. 


Zanch. W here dare he be, but here Sir, 
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When Men are wrong'd, and come for Satisfactions? 
Ped. It ſeems he has done none, Sir; for his buſingſs 
Clear of thoſe cares, hath carried him for ſome time 
To Barcelona : if he had been guilty, | 
I know he would have ſtaid, and clear'd all difference 
Either by free Confeſſion, or his Sword. 
Zanch. This muſt not be. 
Ped. Sure as I live, it is, Sir. 
Alph. Sure, as we all live, 
He's run away for ever: Barcelona! 


Why? *tis the Key for Ia 


He ſtole firſt hither. 
Zanch. And having found his Knaverics 

Too groſs to be forgiven, and too open, 

He has found the ſame way back again: I believe too 


The good Graſs Gentleman, tor his own eaſe, 
Has taken one o'th' Fillies: Is not his {tuff (1d. 


ly, trom whence 


Alpl. 1 fear his Worſhip's Shoes too; to eſcape us, 
I do not think he has a Diſh within Doors, 
A Louſe left of his Linnage. 

Ped. Ye are too wide, Sir. 
 Alpb. Or one poor wooken Spoon, 

Ped. Come in and ſee, Sir. 

Alph. I'll fee his Houſe on fire firſt. 


: . 
: 


ed. Then be pleaſed, Sir, to 


l 4 


give better cenſure. 


And 


f 
ö 
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And ſearch him like conceal'd Land, but T'll have him, 
And though I find him in his ſhrift, P11 kill him. 

Alph. Pl bear ye Company. 

Zanch. Pray have a care then, 
A moſt ſpecial care, indeed a fear, 
Ye do not anger me. 

Alph. I will obſerve ye, 
And if I light upon him handſomly. - 

Zanch. Kill but a piece of him, leave ſome, Alphonſo, 
For your poor Friends. 
_ Ped. I fear him not for all this. 

Alph. Shall we firſt go home, 
For it may prove a Voyage, and diſpoſe - 
Of things there; Heav'n knows what may follow. 

Zanch. No, | 
Fl kill him in this Shirt I have on: let things 
Govern themſelves, I am Maſter of my Honour 
At this time, and no more; let Wife, and Land, 
Lie lay *cill 1 return. e 

Alpb. I ſay Amen to't : 

But what care for our Monies? 
Zancb. I will not ſpend 
Above three Shillings, 'till his Head be here, 
Four is too great a Sum for all his Fortunes. 
Come, take me up inſtantly. 

Alph. Farewel to you, Sir, 
And if your Friend be in a Featherbed, 
Sow'd up to ſhrowd his fears, tell him tis folly, 
For no courſe but his voluntary hanging | 
Can get our Pardons. [ Exeunt. 

Ped. Theſe I think would be 
Offence enough, if their own indiſcretions 
Would ſuffer em; two of the old ſeditious, 
When they want Enemies, they are their own Foes : 
Were they a little wiſer, I ſhould doubt 'em: 
ill when Pl ne'er break ſleep, nor ſuffer hunger 
For any harm he ſhall receive: for 'tis as eaſie, 
If he be guilty, to turn theſe two old Men 


Upon their own Throats, and look on, and live . 
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As 'tis to tell five Pound; a great deal ſooner, 
And fo I'll to my Meat, and then to hawking. [ Exit. 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Marc Antonio, and a Gentleman. 


Marc. 8 IR, this is Complement; I pray you leave me. 
Gent. Sir, it is not. 
Marc, Why? I would only ſee the Town. 
Gent. And only that I come to ſhew you. 
Marc. Which I can ſee without you. 
Gent. So you may 
Plainly, not ſafely : For ſuch Difference 
As you have ſeen betwixt the Sea and Earth 
When Waves riſe high, and Land would beat em back 
As fearful of Invaſion; ſuch we find 
When we land here at Barcelona. 
Marc. Sir. 
Gent. Beſides our General of the Gallies, fearing 


Your haſty Nature, charg'd me not return 
Without you fate. 


Marc. O Sir, that Rodorigo 
Is noble, and docs miſtake my Temper, 
There is not in the World a Mind lels apt 
To conceive Wrongs, or do 'em; has he ſeen me 
In all this Voyage, in the which he plcaſes 
Enter Eugenia, and divers Attendants. 
To call me Friend, let {lip a haſty Word? 
S'light, Sir, yonder is a Lady vailed, 
For Properneſs beyond Compariſon, 
And ſure her Face is like the reſt; we'll ſee't. | 
Gent. Why? You are haſty, Sir, already; know you 
What tis you go about? 
Marc. Ves, I would ſee 
The Woman's Face. 
Gent. By Heav'n you ſhall not dot: 
You do not know the Cuſtom of the Place: 
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To draw that Curtain here, though ſhe were mean, 
Is mortal. a | 

Marc. ls it? Earth muſt come to Earth 
At laſt, and by my Troth, I'll try it, Sir. 

Gent. Then I muſt hold you faſt. By all the Faith 
That can be plac'd in Man, tis an Attempt 
More dangerous than Death, tis Dcath and Shame; 

I know the Lady well. 
Marc. Is ſhe a Lady? 
I ſhall the more deſire to ſee her, Sir. 

Gent. She is Alanſo's Wife, the Governor, 
A noble Gentleman. 

Marc. Then let me go, 

If I can win her, you and I will | pit 

This Town, Sir, fear it not, and we will alrer 
Theſe barbarous Cuſtoms then for every Lady 
Shall be ſeen daily, and ſeen over too. 

Gent, Come, do not jeſt, nor let your Paſſions bear 
To ſuch wild Enterprizes: Hold you till, (you 
For as I have a Soul, you ſhall not do'r. 

She is a Lady of unblemiſh'd Fame, 

And here to offer that Affront, were baſe : 
Hold on your way, and we will ſee the Town, 
And overlook the Ladies. | 

Mare. I am ſchool'd, 
And promiſe you Iwill; but good Sir, ſee, 
She will pals by us now; I hope I may 
Salute her thus far off. EE: 

Gent. *Sfoot, are you mad? 

*T'will be as ill as th'other. 
1 Attend. What's the matter? 
What would that Fellow have? 
Gent. Good Sir, forbear. 

1 Attend, It ſeems you are new landed; would you 
Beg any thing here? | Dine Fes 
Marc. Yes, Sir, all Happineſs 
To that fair Lady, as I hope. 

Gent. Marc Antonio. 

Merc. Her Face, which needs no hiding, I would beg 
7 T3 hes 
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Gent. Now go on, for tis too late 
To keep this from a Tumult. 
1 Attend. Surah, you 
Shall ſee a fitter Object for your Eyes, 
Than a fair Lady's Face. 
For Heav'ns ſake, raiſe not 
A Quarrel in the Streets for me. 
1 Attend. Slip in then; 
This is your Door, 
Eug. Will you needs quarrel then? 
1 Attend. We muſt, or ſuffer 
This Outrage: Is't not all your Minds, Sirs, ſpeak 
All. Yes. 
Eng. Then I do beſeech ye, let my Lord 
Enter three or four Soldiers. 
Not think the Quarrel about me; for tis not. [ Exit. 
Gent. Sec happily ſome of our Gally Soldiers 
Are come athoar. | 
1 Attend. Come on, Sir, you ſhall ſec 
Faces enough. 
Gent, Some one of you call to 
Enter certain Townſmen. 
Our General, the whole Roar of the Town 
Comes in upon us. 
Marc. I have ſeen, Sir, better 
Perhaps, than that was cover'd, and will yet 
Enter Philippo, Theodoſia, and Leocadia, 
See that, or ſpoil yours. ö 
Phi. On, why ſtart you back? 
Theo. Alas, Sir, they are fighting. 
Leo. Let's be gone, 
See, ſee, a handſome Man ſtruck down- 
Gent. Ho General, 
Look out, Antonio is in Diſtreſs. 
= Enter Roderigo above. 
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Theo. Antonin. 
Leo. Antonio, tis he. | 
Rod. within. Ho, Gunner, make a Shot into the Town, 
Ill part you; bring away Antouro ' [ A Shot. 
Into my Cabbin, | Exe, Attendants and . ; 
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Gent. I will do that Office: 
| fear it is the laſt that I ſhall do him. 


[ Exe. Soldiers and Gentlemen with Marc Antonio , 
Theo. The laſt ! why, will he die? 


Leo. Since I have found him; Happineſs leave me, 
When! leave him. [ Exit, 
Phi. Why Theodoſia? 
My Siſter, wake; alas, I griev'd but now 
To ſee the Streets ſo full; and now | grieve 
To ſee them left fo empty: I could with 
Tumult himſelf were here, that yet at leaſt 
Amongſt the Band, I might eſpy ſome Face 
So pale and feartul, that would willingly 
Embrace an Errand for a Cordial, 
Or Aquavita, or a Cup of Sack, 
Or a Phyſician; but to talk of theſe, 
She breaths: Stand up O Theodyia, 
Speak but as thou wert wont; give but a Sig , 
©, 


W hich is but the moſt unhappy Piece of Li 
And I will ever after worſhip Sadneſs, 
Apply my felt to Grief, prepare and build 


Altars to Sorrow. 
Theo. O Philippo, help me. 


Phi. I do; theſe are my Arms, Philippo's Arms, 
Thy Brother's Arms that hold thee up. 
Theo. You help me 


To Life; but I would ſee Antonio 
That's dead. | 
Phi, Thou ſhalt ſee any thing; how doſt thou? 
Theo. Better, I thank you. 
Phi. Why thar's well; call up 


Thy Senſes, and uncloud thy cover'd Spirits. 
How now ? | 


Theo. Recover'd ; but Antonio, 
Where is he? wh CH : 
Phi. We will find him; art thou well? 
Theo. Perfectly well, ſaving the miſs of him; 
And I do charge you here, by our Alliance, 
And by the Love which would have been betwixt us, 
Knew we no Kindred; by that killing Fear, 


Mingled 
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Mingled with twenty thouſand Hopes and Doubts, 

Which you may think, plac'd in a Lover's Heart, 

And in a Virgin's too, when ſhe wants help, 

To grant me your Aſſiſtance, to find out 

This Man alive, or dead; and I will pay you, 

In Service, Tears, or Prayers, a world of Wealth: 

But other Treaſure I have none: Alas! | 

You Men have ſtrong Hearts ; but we fecble Maids 

Have tender Eyes, which only given be 

To blind themſelves, crying for what they ſee. 
Phi, Why doſt thou charge me thus? Have I been 

found 

Slow to perform, what I could but imagine 

Thy i” wot were? Havel at any time 

Tender'd a buſineſs of mine own, beyond 

A vanity of thine? Have I not been, 

As if I were a ſenſeleſs Creature, made 

To ſerve thee without pow'r of queſtioning, 

If ſo, why fear'ſt thou ? 

Theo. I am ſatisfied. 

Phi. Come, then let's go: Where's Leocadia? 

Theo. I know not, Sir. 

Phi. Where's Leucadia? 

Theo. I do not know, 

Phi. Leocadia 
This Tumult made the Streets as dead as Night, 
A Man may talk as freely; what's become 
Of Leocadia? Theo, She's run away. 

Phi. Be gone, and let us never more behold 
Each others Face, till we may, both together, 
Faſten our Eyes on her; accurſed be 
Thoſe tender cozening names of Charity, 

And natural Affection, they have loſt 

Me only by obſerving them, what Coſt, 

Travel, and fruitleſs Wiſhes may in vain 

Search through the World, but never find again. 

Theo. Good Sir be patient, I have done no fault 
Worthy this Baniſhment. 

Phi. Yes Leocadia, | 
The Lady ſo diſtreſs'd, who was content 
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To lay her Story, and to lay her Heart As 
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As open as her Story to your ſelf, 

Who was content that I ſhould know her Sex, 
Before diſſembl'd, and to put her ſelf 

Into my conduct, whom I undertook 

Safely to Guard, is in this Tumult loft. 

Theo. And can I help it, Sir? 

Phi. No, would thou could'ſt, | 
You might have done, but for that zeal'd Religion 
You Women be:r to Swoonings; you do pick 
Your times to faint when ſome Body is by, 

Bound or by Nature, or by Love, or Service, 

To raiſe you from that well diſſembled Death; 
Inform me but of one that has been found 

Dead in her private Chamber by her ſelf, 

Where Sickneſs would no more forbear, than here, 
And I will quit the reſt for her 

Theo. 1 know not | 
What they may do, and how they may diſſemble; 
But by my Troth, I did not. 

Phi. By my Troth, 98 
Would I had try'd ; would I had let thee lain, 

And followed her. | 

Theo. I would you had done fo, | 
Rather than been ſo angry; where's Antonio? 

Phi. Why doſt thou vex me with theſe Queſtions? | 
I'll tell thee where, he's carried to the Gallies, 

There to be chain'd, and row, and beat, and row 
With knotted Ropes, and Pizzels; if he (wound, 
He has a doſe of Bisket. 

Theo. 1 am glad 
He is alive. 

Phi. Was ever Man thus troubled, 

Tell me where Levcadia is? | 

Theo. Good Brother be not ſo haſty, and I think I can: 
You found no Error in me, when I firſt 
Told you the was a Woman, and believe me 
Something I have found out, which makes me think, 
Nay, almoſt know ſo well, that I durſt ſwear _ 
She follow'd hurt Antonio. 

- Phi, What do we 


Enter 
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Enter the Governor, two Attendants, and the Townſmen. 

Then lingring here? we will aboard the Gallies, 

And find her. 

Gov. Made he a ſhot into the Town? 

1 Attend. He did, Sir. ; 

Gov. Call back thoſe Gentlemen. | 
1 Attend. The Governor commands you back. 
Fhi, We will obey him, Sir. 

Gov. You gave him cauſe to ſhoot; I know he is 

So far from raſh Offence, and holds with me 

Such curious Friendſhip, could not one of you 

Have call'd me while *twas doing, fuch an Uproar, 

Before my Door too ? | 
1 Townſ, By my troth Sir, we are ſo buſy in the pub- 

lick cauſe, of our own private falling out, that we for- 

got itz at home we ſee now you were not, but as ſoon 
as the ſhot made us fly, we ran away as faſt as we could 
to ſeek your Honour. | 

Gov. Twas gravely done; but no Man tells the cauſe 

Or chance, or what it was that made you differ. 

1 Townſ. For my part Sir, if there were any that I knew 
of, the ſhort drove it out of my Head; do you know any, 
All. Not we, not we. (Neighbours? 
Gov. Not we! Nor can you tell? 
I Attend. No other cauſe, 

Burt the old Quarrel betwixt the Town and the Gallies. 
Gov. Come nearer Gentlemen; what are your Names? 
Phi. My name Philippo. | | 
Theo. And mine Theodoro. 

Gov. Strangers you are, it ſeems. 

Phi. Newly arriv'd. 8 
Gov. Then you are they begun this Tumult. 
Phi. No, Sir. 

Gov. Speak one of you. 

1 Attend. They are not, I can quit em. 
Theo. Vet we ſaw part, and an unhappy part 

Of this Debate, a long ſought Friend of ours 

Struck down for Dead, and born unto the Gallies, 

His name is Marc Antonio. 

Phi. And another | 
Of our Company, a Gentleman Of 


2404 Love's Pilgrimage. 


Of noble Birth, beſides accompanied 
With all the gifts of Nature, raviſh'd hence 
We know not how, in this Diſſention. 
Gov. Get you home all, and work; and when I hear 
You meddle with a Weapon any more, 
But thoſe belonging to your Trades, I'll lay you 
W here your beſt Cuſtomers ſhall hardly find you. 
[ Exeunt Townſmen. 
I am ſorry, Gentlemen, I troubled you, 
Being both Strangers, by your Tongues, and Looks, 
Of worth? To make ye {ome part of amends, 
If there be any thing in this poor Town 
Of Barcelona that you would command, 
Command me. 
Theo. Sir, this wounded Gentleman, 
If it might pleaſe you, if your Pow'r and Love 
Extend fo far, I would be glad to with 
Might be remov'd into the Town for cure: 
The Gallies ſtay not, and his Wound I know 
Cannot endure a Voyage. 
Gov. Sir, he ſhall, 
I warrant you: Go call me hither, Sirrah, 
One of my other Servants. [ Exit 1 Attend, 
Phi. And beſides, 8 
The Gentleman we loſt, Signior Franci ſco, 
Shall be render'd too. | 
| Enter a Servant. 
Gov. And he Sir too: Go Sirrah, bear this Ring 
To Rodorigo, my moſt noble Friend, 
The General of che Gallies: Tell him this. 
[Whiſpers to his Servant. Exit Servant. 
Theo. Now we ſhall have 'em both. 
Phi. Bleſt be thy Thoughts 
Por apprehending this, bleſt be thy Breath 
For uttering it. 
Gov. Come Gentlemen, you ſhall 
Enter my Roof; and I will ſend for Surgeons, 
And you ſhall ſec your Friends here preſently. 
Theo. His Name was Marc Antonio. 
Gov, I know it, 
And have ſent word ſo. 


phi. 
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Phi. Did you not forget 
Franciſco's Name? 
Gov. Nor his; y'are truly welcome, 
To talk about it more, were but to ſay 
The ſame Word often over: You are welcome. [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Marc Antonio carried by two Soldiers, Leocadia 
and the Servant following, 
Serv. This is the Houſe, Sir. 
Marc. Enter it, I pray you, 
For I am faint, although I think my Wound 
Be nothing. Soldiers, leave us now; I thank you. 
1 Sold. Heav'n ſend you Health, Sir. 
Serv. Let me lead you in. 
Marc. My Wound's not in my Feet; I ſhall entreat em 
I hope to bear me ſo far. [ Exit. (neral made a 
2 Sold How ſeriouſly theſe Land- men fled, when our Ge- 
Shot, as if he had been a Warning to call em to their Hall. 


1 Sold. I cannot blame em. What Man have they now 


in the 
Town, able to maintain a Tumult, or uphold a Matter out 
Of ſquare, if need be? O the Quiet Hurly Burlies that I 
Have ſeen in this Town, when we have fought four Hours 
Together, and not a Man amongſt us ſo impertinent or 
Modeſt to ask why? But now the Pillars that bare 
Up this bleſſed Town in that regular Debate, and 
Scambling, are dead, the more's the pity. 


2 Sold. Old Ignatio lives ſtill. (Man's Liver: 


1 Sold. Yes, | know him; he will do prettily well at 
But where is there any Man now living in the Town 
That hath a ſteady Hand, and underſtands Anatomy 
Well? If it come to a particular matter of the Lungs, 
Or the Spleen, why? Alas Ignatio is to ſeek; are 
There any ſuch Men left as | have known, that 
Would ſay they would hit you in this Place? Is there 
Ever a good Artiſt, or a Member-Piercer, or a 
Small-Gut Man left in the Town, anſwer 
Me that ? K bY 

2 Sold. Maſs, I think there be not, 
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1 Sold. No, I warrant thee. Come, come, tis time 
We were at the Gallies, | Exennt. 
Enter Governor, Eugenia, Marc Antonio, Philippo, 
Theodoſia, Leocadia and Attendants 
Gov. Sir, you may know by what I ſaid already, 

You may command my Houſe ; but I muſt beg 

Pardon to leave you. If the publick Buſineſs 
Forc'd me not from you, I my ſelf ſhould call it 
Unmannerly ; but good Sir, do you give it 

A milder Name: It ſhall not be an Hour 

E'er I return. 

Marc. Sir, I was ne'er ſo poor 
In my own Thoughts, as that IJ want a Means 
To requite this with. 

Gov. Sir, within this Hour. [ Exit, 

Marc. I his the Lady that I quarrel'd for ? 

O Luſt, if Wounds cannot reſtrain thy Power, 
Let Shame; nor do I feel my Hurt at all, 

Nor is it ought, only I was well beaten: 

If I purſue it, all the civil World, 

That ever did imagine the Content 

Found in the Band of Man and Wife unbroke, 
The Reverence due to Houſholds, or the Blemiſh 
That may be ſtuck upon Poſterity, - 

Will catch me, bind me, burn upon my Forehead; 
This is the wounded Stranger, that receiv'd 
For Charity into a Houſe, attempted ——. 
I will not do it. 

Eng. Sir, how do you do now? 

That you walk off. | 
Aare. Worſe, Madam, than I was; 
But it will over. s 

Eug. Sit, and reſt a while. 

Marc. Where are the Surgeons? 

Eug. Sir, it is their Manner, | 
When they have ſeen the Wound, eſpecially 
The Patient being of Worth, to go conſult, 
W hich they are now at in another room, 
About the Dreſſing. 


Marc. Madam, I do feel my ſelf not well. 


- 
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Theo, Alas! 
Leo. How do you, Sir ? 
Eng. Will you drink Waters? 
Marc. No, good Madam, tis not 
So violent upon me, nor I think 
Any thing dangerous; but yet there are 
Some things that ſit ſo heavy on my Conſcience, 
That will perpl:x my Mind, and ſtop my Cure, 
So that unleſs I utter em, a Scratch 
Here on my Thumb will kill me: Gentlemen, 
I pray you leave the Room, and come not in 
Your ſelves, or any other, till I have 
Open'd my ſelf to this moſt honour'd Lady. 
Phi. We will not. 
Theo. O bleſt! he will diſcover now 
His Love to me. 
Leo. Now he will tell the Lady 
Our Contract, [ Exeunt. 
Eug. I do believe he will confeſs to me 
The Wrong he did a Lady in the Streets; 
Bur I forgive him. | 
Marc. Madam, I perceive 
My (elf grow worſe and worſe. 
Eug. Shall J call back your Friends? 
Marc. O no, but cer Ido impart | 
What burthens me fo fore, let me intreat you 
For there is no truſt in theſe Surgeons) 
o look upon my Wound ; it is perhaps 
My laſt Requeſt : But tell me truly too, 
That muſt be in, how far do you imagine 
It will have Pow'r upon me? 
Eug. Sir, I will. 
Marc. For Heav'ns ſake, ſoftly : Oh, I muſt needs lay 
My Head down caſily, whilſt you do it. : 
Eug. Do Sir. | 
Tis but an ordinary Blow; a Child 
Of mine has had a greater, and been well; 
Are you faint-hearted ? 
Marc. Oh! 


Eug. Why do ou ſi 3 
ug. Why do y * There 
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'There is no Danger in the World in this; 
J wonder it ſhould make a Man fit down; 

What do you mean, why do you kiſs my Breaſts? 
Lift up your Head, your Wound may well endure it. 
Marc. O Madam, may I not expreſs Affection, 

Dying-Affection too I fear, to thoſe 
That do me Favours, ſuch as this of yours? 
Eug. If you mean ſo, tis well; but what's the Buſi- 
Lyes on your Conſcience? (nel 
Marc. 1 will tell you, Madam. 
Eng. Tell me, and laugh? 
Marc. But I will tell you true, 
Though I do laugh: I know as well as you 
My Wound is nothing, nor the Power of Earth 
Could lay a Wound upon me in your Preſence, 
That I could feel; but I do laugh to think 
How covertly, how far beyond the reach 
Of Men, and wiſe Men too, we ſhall deceive 'em, 
Whilſt they imagiac I am talking here 
With that ſhort Breath I have, ready to ſwoon 
At every full Point, you my ghoſtly Mother 
To hear my ſad Confeſſion; you and I, 
Will on thar Bed within, prepar'd for me, 
Debate the Matter privately. 
Eug. Forbear, 
Thou wert but now as welcome to this Houſe 
As certain Cures to ſick Men, and juſt now 
This ſudden Alteration makes thee look 
Like Plagues come to infect it; if thou knew'ſt 
How loathſome thou wilt be, thou wouldft intreat 
Theſe Walls or Poſts to help thee to a Hurt, 
Paſt thy Diſſimulation. : 
Marc. Gentle Madam, 
Call 'em not in. 
Eug. 1 will not yet, this Place 
I know to be within the reach of Tongue 
And Fars, thou canſt not force me; therefore hear me 
What I will tell thee quickly; thou art born 
To end ſome way, more diſeſteem'd than this, 
Or which is worſe, to die of this Hurt yet: 


Come Gentlemen. 
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Enter Leocadia. 

Mare. Good Madam, 

Eng. Gentlemen. 

Leo. Madam, how ist? Is Marc Antonio well? 
Methinks your Looks are alter'd, and I ſee 
A firange Diſtemper in you. 

Fug. I am wrought - 
By Lhat diſlembling Man, that Fellow, worth 
Nothing bur kicking. 

Enter Philippo and Theodoſia. 

Leo, Gentle Madam, ſpeak 
To me alone, let not them underſtand 
His Fault, he will repent I dare ſwear. 

Eng. T'll tell it you in private. 

Phil Marc Antonio, 
How do you? 

Marc. Stand farther off I pray you, 
. Give me ſome Air. 

Theo. Good Brother, will he ſcape, 
The Surgcons ſay there is no Danger. 

Phi. Scape? 
No doubt he will. 

Leo. Alas, will he not leave _ 
This trying all; Madam, I do beſeech you 
Let me but ſpeak to him, you and theſe by, 
And ] dare almoſt promiſe you to make him 
Shew himſelf truly ſorrowful to you, beſides a Story I ſhall 
Not put in fo good Words, bur in it felt (open to you. 
So full of Chance, that you will eaſily 5 
Forgive my Tediouſneſs, and be well pleas'd 
With that ſo much afflicts me. 

Fug. Good Sir, do. 

Leo. And l defire no Interruption 
Of Speech may trouble me, till I have ſaid 
Whar I will quickly do. 

Ther, What will ſhe ſay? 

Eug. Come, Gentlemen, I pray you lend your Ears, 
And keep your Voices. 

Leo. Signior Marc Antonio, 


How do you do? 
K 3 


Hare, 


»Y 
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Marc. Oh the Surgeons. 
Leo. Let me tell you, 


Who know as well as you, you do diſſemble, 
It is no time to do ſo; leave the Thoughts 
Of this vain World, forget your Fleſh and Blood, 


And make your Spirit an untroubled way 
To paſs to what it ought. 


Marc. Youre not in earneſt? 
Why I can walk, Sir, and am well. 

Leo. Tis true 
That you can walk, and do believe you're well : 
It is the Nature, as your Surgeons ſay, 
Of theſe Wounds, for a Man to go, and talk, 
Nay merrily, till his laſt Hour, his Minute: 


For Heav'ns ſake, Sir, fit down again. 
Marc. Alas, 


Where are the Surgeons? 
Leo. Sir, they will not come; 


If they ſhould dreſs you, you would die, they ſay, 
Fer one would tell twenty; trouble not your Mind, 
Keep your Head warm, and do not ftir your Body, 
And you may live an Hour. 


Marc. Oh Heav*ns, an Hour? 
Alas, it is too little to remember 
But half the Wrongs that I have done; how ſhort 


Then for Contrition, and how leaſt of all 
For Satisfaction? 


Leo. Bur you deſire 
To ſatisfie? 

Marc. Heav'n knows I do. 

Leo. Then know | 
That I am he, or ſhe, or what you will, 
Moſt wrong'd by you, your Leocadia; 

I know you muſt remember me. 
Marc. Oh Heav'n! | 

Leo. That loſt her Friends, that loſt her Father's Houſe, 
That loſt her Fame in loſing of her Sex, 
With theſe ſtrange Garments; there is no Excuſe 
To hinder me, it is within your Power | 
To give me Satisfaction; you have time 


Left 
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Left in this little piece of Life to do it : 
Therefore I charge you for your Conſcience ſake, 
And for our Fame, which I would fain haye live 
When both of us are dead, to celebrate 
That Contract, which you have both ſeal'd and ſworn, 
Vet cer you dye, which mutt be haſtily, 
Heav'n knows. 
Marc, Alas, the ſting of Conſcience 
To death-ward for our faults; draw nearer all, 
And hear what I unhappy Man ſhall ſay. 
Firſt, Madam, I deſire your Pardon; next 
feel my Spirits fail me) Gentlemen, 
Let me ſhake Hands with you, and let's be Friends, 
For I have done wrong upon wrong ſo thick 
I know not where, that every Man methinks 
Should be mine Enemy; forgive me both. 
Laſtly 'tis true (oh I do feel the Power 
Of Death ſeize on me) that I was contracted 
By Scal and Oath to Leocadia; 
(1 muſt ſpeak faſt, becauſe I fear my Life 
Will elſe be ſhorter than my Speech would be) 
But 'tis impoſſible to ſatisfie 
You Leocadia, but by Repentance, 
Though I can dyingly and boldly ſay 
I know not your Diſhonour, yet that was 
Your Virtue, and not mine, you know it well; 
But herein lies th' impoſſibility, 
O Theod:ſia, Theodofia, \ 
I was betroth'd to Theodoſia 
Before I ever ſaw thee ; Heav'n forgive me, 
She is my Wife this half hour whilſt L live. 
Theo. That's I, that's I, Pm Theodia ; 
Hear me a little now, who have not ſuffer'd 
Diſgrace at all methinks, ſince you confeſs 
What I fo long have ſought for; here is with me 
Philippo too, my Brother. 
Marc. | am glad; : 
All Happineſs to him; come let me kiſs thee, 
Beg pardon of that Maid for my Offence, 
And let me farther, with a dying Breath, 
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Tell in thine Ear the reſt of my deſires. 
Eug. I am atraid they will all four turn Women, 
If we hold longer talk, 
Leo. Alas there 1s | 
No hope for me; that's Theodyſia, 
And that her Brother, I am only ſorry 
I was beholding to em; I will ſearch 
Over the World, as careleſs of my Fortunes, 
As they of me, till I can meet a curſe 
To make theſe almoſt killing-ſorrows worſe. [Exit, 
Theo. Sir, as I live ſhe ly'd, only to draw 
A juſt Confeſſion from you, which ſhe hath, 
A happy one for me; ask of this Lady, 
Ask of my Brother. 
Eug. Sir, ſhe did diſſemble, 
Your Wound is nothing. - 
Phi. Leocadia's gone. Exit. 
Theo, Riſe up, and ſtir your ſelf, 'tis but amazement 
And your Imagination that afflicts you, 
Look you Sir, now. 
Marc. I think tis fo indeed. 
Theo. The Surgeon's do not come, becauſe they ſwear 
It needs no dreſſing. 
Eug. You ſhall talk with 'em 
Within, for your own fancy, | 
Marc. Where's your Brother, and Leocadia ? 
Eug. Within belike. 
Marc. I feel my ſelf methinks as well as ever. 
Eug. Keep then your Mind ſo too; I do forgive 
The faulr you did to me, but here is ane 
Muſt not be wrong'd hereafter. 
Marc. Neither ſhall ſhe: | 
When I make Jeſts of Oaths again, or maks 
My Luft play with Religion, when I leave 
To keep true Joys for her, and yet within 
My ſelf true Sorrow for my paſſed Deeds, 
May I want Grace when 1 would fain repent, 
And find a great and ſudden Puniſhment, [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Philippo, Diego, and Incubo. 


Here is mine Hoſt, did he not ſee him neither? 
Die. Not I, i'faith, Sir. 
Phi. Nor the Muleter? 
Inc. Nay he is paſt ſeeing, unleſs it be in's ſleep, 
By this time; all his Viſions were the Pots, | 
'Three hours ſince, Sir. 
Phi. Which way ſhould ſhe take ? 
Nay, look you now; do you all ſtand ſtill? good Heav'n 
You might have lighted on him, now, this inſtant ? 
For loves ſake ſee him out, whoever find him 
I will reward his Fortune as his Diligence; 
Get all the Town to help, that will be hir'd, 
Their Pains 1']] turn to annual Holiday, 
If it ſhall chance, bur one bring word of her, 
Pray you about it. | 
55 Her, Sir? who do you mean? 
P). I had forgot my ſel the Page I meant 
That came along with us. | 
Die. He you gave the Cloaths to? 
Phi. I gave the Cloaths to, Raſcal? 
Die. Nay, good Sir. 5 | 
Phi. Why doſt thou mention or upbraid my Courteſies, 
Slave? 
Die. For your Honour, Sir. : 
Phi. Wretch; I was honour'd, \ 
That ſhe would wear em (he, I would ſay) s' death? 
Go, get and find em out, or never ſee me, 
I ſhall my betray my Love cer I poſlels it, 
Some Star direct me, or ill Planet ſtrike me. ¶ Ex. Phi. 
Inc. Beſt to divide. | 
Die. VIl this way, 
Inc. And I this. | 
Die. I, as you, find him for a Real. 
Tre. "Tis done. 


Phi. 
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Die. My courſe is now directly to ſome Pie-houſe, 
I know the Pages compals. 
Inc. I think rather 
The Smock fide o'th* Town, the ſurer Harbour 
At his Years to put in. 
Die. If I do find 
The hungry haunt, I take him by the Teeth now. 
Inc. I by the Tail, yet I as you. 
Die. No more. 6 [ Exeunt. 


. 


Enter Philippo. 

Phi. Dear Leocadia, where canſt thou be fled 
Thus like a Spirit hence? and in a moment? 
What Cloud can hide thee from my following ſearch 
It yet thou art a Body? ſure ſhe hath not 
Txen any Houſe? ſhe did too late leave one 
W here al humanity of a Place receiv'd her, 
And would, if ſhe had ſtaid, have help'd to right 
'The wrong her Fortune did her ; yer ſhe muſt 
Be enter'd ſomewhere, or be found, no Street, 
Lane, Paſſage, Corner, Turn, hath ſcap'd enquiry - 
If her Deſpair had raviſh'd her to Air, 
She could not yet be rarified ſo 
But ſome of us ſhould meet her? though their Eyes 
Perhaps be leaden, and wa turn; mine would 
Strike out a Lightning for her, and divide 
A Milt as thick as ever darkneſs was, 
| Nay ſce her through a Quarry; they do lie, 
Lie groſly that fay Love is blind; by him, 
And Heav'n they lie; he has a fight can pierce 
Through Ivory, as clear as it were Horn, 
And reach his Object. 

Enter Incubo. 

Inc. Sir, he's found, he's found. 

Phi. Ha? where? But reach that rr Note again, 
And let it reliſh Truth, thou art an Ange 

Inc. He's here; faſt by, Sir, calling or a Boat 
To go aboard the Gallies. 


Phi, W here, where; ; hold thee. [Exit 
* 
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Inc. He might ha* kept this now, I had nought toſhew 
Tf he had had the wit t' have gone from's word, (for't; 
Theſe dire& Men, they are no Men of faſhion, 

Talk what you will, this is a very Smelt. [ Exit, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Leonardo with a Surgeon. 
Leo. Upon your Art, Sir, and your Faith to aſſiſt it, 
Shall I believe you then his Wound's not mortal? 
Surg. Sir, tis not worth your queſtion, leſs your fear. 
Leo. You do reſtore me, Sir, I pray you accept 
This ſmall remembrance of a Father's thanks 
For ſo aſſur'd a benefit. 
Surg. Excuſe me. 
Leo. Sir, I can ſpare it, and muſt not believe 
But that your Fortune may reccive't, except 
You'd ha' me think you live not by your practice. 
Surg. Icrave your pardon, Sir, you teach me Mariners. 
Leo. I crave your Love and Friendſhip, and require, 
As I have made now both my ſelf and buſineſs | 
A portion of your care, you will but bring me 
Under the Perſon of a call'd Aſſiſtant 
To his next opening, where I may but ſee him, 
And utter a few words to him in private, 
And you will merit me; for I am loth 
Since here I have not to appear my ſelf, 
Or to be known unto the Governor, 
Or make a tumult of my purpole. 
Serg. Neither 
T hope will be your need, Sir; I ſhall bring you 
Both there, and off again, without the hazard. | Excunt. 


S OE IS F 


Enter Philippo, and Leocadia. 
Phi, Will you not hear me? 


Leo. I have heard ſo much | 
Will keep me deaf for ever; no, Marc Antonio, 
After thy Sentence, I may hear no more, 

Thou haſt pronounc'd me dead. 

Phi, Appeal to Reaſon, 


She 
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She will reprieve you from the power of Grief, 
Which rules but in her abſence z hear me ſay 
A ſoveraign Meſlage from her, which in Duty, 
And Love to your own Safety, you ought hear: 
Why do you ſtrive ſo? Whither would you fly? 
You cannot wreſt your (elf away from Care, 
You may from Counſel; you may ſhift your Place 
But not your Perſon ; and another Clime 
Makes you no other, 
Leo. Oh! | 
Phi. For Paſſions ſake, 
(Which 1 do ſerve, honour, and love in you) 
If you will figh, ſigh here; if you would vary 
A Sigh to Tears, or Out-cry, do it here. 
No Shade, no Deſart, Darkneſs, nor the Grave 
Shall be more equal to your Thoughts than I, 
Only but hear me ſpeak. 
Leo. What would you fay ? (mine, 
Phi, That which ſhall raiſe your Heart, or pull down 
niet your Paſſion, or provoke mine own; 
We muſt have both one Balſome, or one Wound. 
For know, lov'd Fair, ſince the firſt Providence 
Made me your Reſcue, I have read you through, 
And with a wandring Pity look'd on you, 
I have obſery'd the method of your Blood, 
And waited on it even with Sympathy 
Of a like Red and Paleneſs in mine own; 
I knew which Bluſh was Anger's, which was Love's, 
Which was the eye of Sorrow, which of Truth; 
And could diſtinguiſh Honour from Diſdain 
In every change, and you are worth my Study; 
I faw your voluntary Miſery 
Suſtain'd in Travel : A diſguis'd Maid, 
Wearied with fecking, and with finding loſt, 
Neglected, where you hop'd moſt, or put by; 
I ſaw it, and have laid it to my Heart, 
And though it were my Siſter which was righted, 
Yet being by your wrong, I put off Nature, 
Could not be glad, where I was bound to Triumph 
My care for you, ſo drown'd reſpect of her N 
Nor 
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Nor did I only apprehend your Bonds, 

But ſtudicd your Releaſe z and for that Day 

Have I made up a Ranſome, brought you a Health 
Preſervative *gainſt Chance, or Injury, 

Pleaſe you apply it to the Grief; my ſelf. 1 

Leo. Humph 

Phi. Nay, do not think me leſs than ſuch a Cure, 
Antonio was not; And 'tis poſſible 
Philippo may ſucceed: My Blood and Houſe 
Are as deep rooted, and as fairly ſpread, 

As Marc Antonio's, and in that all ſeek, 

Fortune hath given him no Precedency : 

As for our thanks to Nature, I may burn 

Incenſe as much as he; I ever durſt 3 
Walk with Antonio by the ſelf-ſame Light 

At any Feaſt, or Triumph, and ne'er car'd 

Which ſide my Lady or her Woman took 

In their ſurvey; I durſt have told my Tale too, 
Though his Diſcourſe new ended. 

Leo. My Repulſe. 

Phi. Let not that torture you, which makes me happy, 
Nor think that Conſcience, Fair, which is noſhame; 
T was no Repulſe, 1 was your Dowry rather: 

For than methought a thouſand Graces met 
To make you lovely, and ten thouſand Stories 
Of conſtant Virtue, which you then out-reach'd, 
In one Example did proclaim you rich: 
Nor do I think you wretched, or diſgrac'd, 
After this ſuffering, and do therefore take 
Advantage of your need ; but rather know 
You are the charge and buſineſs of thoſe Powers, 
Who, like beſt Tutors, do inflict hard Tasks 
Upon great Natures, and of nobleſt Hopes; 
Read trivial Leſſons, and half lines to Slugs; 
They that live long, and never feel Miſchance, 
Spend more than half their Age in Ignorance. 
Leo. Tis well you think fo. 
Phi. You ſhall think ſo too, 
You ſhall, ſweet Lencadia, and do fo. 


Leo. Good Sir, no more; you have too fair a Rs. 
0 
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To play ſo foul a Part in, as the Tempter : 
Say that I could make peace with Fortune, who, 
Who ſhould abſolve me of my Vow yet; ha? 
My Contract made ? 
Phi. Your Contract? 
Leo. Yes, my Contract: 
Am I not his? His Wife? 
© Phi. Sweet, nothing leſs. 
Leo. | have no name then? 
Phi. Truly then you have not; 
How can you be his Wife, who was before 
Another's Husband ? 
Leo. Oh, though he diſpence 
With his Faith given, I cannot with mine. 
Phi. You do miſtake, clear Soul; his Precontract 
Doth annul yours, and you have giv'n no Faith 
That ties you in Keligion, or Humanity, ö 
You rather fin againſt that greater Precept, 
To covet what's another's; Sweet, you do, 
Believe me, who dare not urge diſhoneſt things, 
Remove that ſcruple therefore, and but take 
Your dangers now into your Judgment's skale, 
And weigh them with your ſafeties: Think but whither 
Now you can go: What you can do to live: 
How near you ha' bar'd all Ports to your own Succour, 
Except this one that I here open, Love: 
Should you be left alone, you were a Prey 
To the wild Luſt of any, who would look 
Upon this ſhape like a Temptation, 
And think you want the Man you perſonate, 
Would not regard this ſhift, which Love put on 
As Virtue forc'd, but covet it like Vice; 
So ſhould you live the ſlander of each Sex, 
And be the Child of Error and of Shame, 
And which is worle, even Marc Antony 
Would be call'd juſt, to turn a Wanderer off, 
And Fame report you worthy his Contempt; 
Where if you make new Choice, and ſettle here, 
There is no further Tumult in this Flood, 
Each Current kceps his Courſe, and all Suſpicions 


Shall 


. 
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Shall return Honours: Came you forth a Maid? 
Go home a Wife: Alone? And in Diſguiſe ? 
Go home a waited Leocadia : 
Go home, and by the virtue of that Charm 
Transform all Milchiets, as you are transform'd ; 
Turn your offended Father's W rath to Wonder, 
And all his loud Griet to a filent Welcome: 
Unfold the Riddles you have made; what (ay you? 
Enter Lanchio carried, \Iphonſo, and Servants. 
Now is the time; Delay is but Deſpair, 
If you be chang'd, let a Kiss tell me fo. 
Leo. I am; but how, I rather feel than know. 
Zanch. Come Sir; you are welcome now to Barcelona, 
Take off my Hood. 
Phi. Who be theſe? Stay, let's view em? 
Alph. *Twas along Journey; are you not weary, Sir? 


Zanch. Weary? I could have rid it in mine Armour. 
Leo. Alas! 


Phi. What ail you, Dear? 
Leo. It is my Father. 

Phi. Your Father? Which? 
Leo. He that is carried: Oh 
Let us make hence, 

Phi, For Loves fake, good my Heart. 

Leo. Into ſome Houſe before he ſee me. 

Phi. Dear, 

Be not thus frighted. 

Leo. Oh his Wrath is Tempeſt. 

Phi, Sweet, take your Spirit to you, and ſtay z be't he, 
He cannot know you in this Habit, and me 
I'm ſure he leſs knows, for he never ſaw me. 

Alph. Ha? Who is that? My Son Philippo? 

Phi. Sir. 

Alph. Why, what make you here? Is this Salamanca? 
And that your Study ? ha? Nay ſtay him too, 
We'll ſee kim by bis leave. 

Ser. You mult not ftrive, Sir. 
Alb. No, no, come near. 
Zanch. My Daughter : Leocadia? 
Alpb. How Sir, your Daughter? 


Zanch. 
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Zanch, Yes Sir, and as ſure _ 
As that's your Son: Come hither: What now? run 
Out o' your Sex? Breech'd? Was't not enough 
At once to leave thy Father, and thine Honour, 
Unleſs th' hadſt quit thy ſelf too? 
Phi. Sir, what fault 
She can be urg'd of, I muſt take on me ; 
The Guilt and Puniſhmentr. - | 
Zanch. You muſt, Sir; how 
If you ſhall not, though you muſt? I deal not 
ith Boys, Sir; Ay, you have a Father here 
Shall do me right. 
Alph. Thou art not mad, Philippo? 
Art thou Marc Antonio? Son to Leonardo? 
Our bufineſs is to them. 
Zanch. No, no, no, no- | | 
III ha' the buſineſs now, with you, none elle, 
Pray youler'sſpeak in private: (carry me to him) 
Your Son's the Raviſher Sir, and here I find him: 
I hope you'll give me cauſe to think you noble, 
And do me right, with your ſword Sir, as becomes 
One Gentleman of Honour to another 
All this is fair Sir, here's the Sea faſt by, 
_ the Sands, we will determine, 
"Tis that I call you to, let's make no Days on't, 
III lead your way; to the Sca-fide, Raſcals. 
I would beſeech your ſtay, he may not follow you. 
Zanch. No, turn, I'll kill him here then: Slaves, 
Rogues, Blocks, | 
Why do you not bear me to him? Ha' you been 
Fes prague with my Motions, Logs, ſo long, 
And yet not know to time em? 
Phi. Were you, Sir, 
Not impotent. 
Alph. Hold you your peace, Boy. 
Zanch. Impotent! : i 
Death, 11 eut his Throat firſt, and then his Father's. 
Alpb. You muſt provide you then a ſharper Razor 


Than is your Tongue, for I not fear your Sword. 
5 a Zanch. 
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Zanch. Heart bear me to either of 'em. 
Phi. Pray, Sir, your Patience. 
5 Enter Governor and Attendants. 
Alph. My curſe light on thee if thou ſtay him: 
Phi. Hold. 
Gov. W hy, what's the matter, Gentlemen, what tumult 
Is this you raiſe i' th Street? before my Door? 
Know you what 'tis to draw a Weapon here? 
Zanch. Yes, and to uſe it (bear me up to him, Rogues) 
Thus, at a Traitor's Heart. 
Alph. Truer than thine. 
Gov. Strike, ſtrike; ſome of the People diſarm *em, 
Kill 'em if they reſiſt. 
Phi. Nay generous Sir, 
Let not your courteſie turn fury now. 
Gov. Lay hold upon 'em, take away their Weapons, 
I will be worth an anſwer, cer we part. 
Phi. 'Tis the Governor, Sir. 
Alph. 1 yield my ſelf. | (tell me. 
Zanch. My Sword? what thinł'ſt thou of me? pray thee 
I Attend. As of a Gentleman. 
Zanch. No moie? 
I Attend. Of Worth, 
And Quality. 
Zanch. And I ſhould quit my Sword 
There were ſmall Worth or Quality in that, Friend; 
Pray thee learn thou more Worth and Quality 
Than to demand it. 
Gov. Force it, I ſay. 
1: Attend, The Governor, 
Lou hear, Commands. 
Zanch. The Governor ſhall pardon me. 8 
Phi. How, Leocadia gone again? [Exit Phi] 
Zanch. He ſhall, Friend, | ; 
Tth' point of Honour; by his leave, ſo tell him, 
His Perſon and Authority I acknowledge, 
And do ſubmit me to it; but my Sword, 
He ſhall excuſe me, were he fifteen Governors; 
That and I dwell together, and mult yet, 
Till my Hands part, aflure him. 3 4 
Vo IL. V. L Go | | 
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Gov. 1 ſay, force it. 
Zanch. Stay, hear me. Haſt thou ever read Caranza? 


Underſtand*it thou Honour, noble Governor? 


Gov, For that we'll have more fit diſpute. 
Zancb. Your Name, Sir? 
Gov. Youſhall know that too, but on colder terms, 
Your Blood and Brain are now too hot to take it. 
Zanch. Force my Sword from me? this is an Affront. 
Gov. Bring 'em away. 
Zanch. You'll do me reparation. { Exeunt. 
Enter Philippo. 
Phi. I have for ever loſt her, and am loſt, 
And worthily, my tameneſs hath undone me; 
She's gone hence, aſham'd of ine, yet i ſees her; 
Will the be ever found ro me again, 
Whom ſhe ſaw ſtand fo poorly, and dare nothing 
In her Defence here? when 1 ſhould have drawn 
This Sword our like a Meteor, and have ſhor it 


In both our Parents Eyes, and left em blind 


Unto their impotent Angers? Oh Lam worthy, 
On whom this loſs and ſcorn ſhould light to Death; 
Withour the pity that ſhould wiſh-me better, 
Either alive, or in my Epitaph. [ Exit. 
Enter Leonardo, and Marc Antonio. 
Leo. Well, Son, your Father is too near himſelf, 
And hath too much of Nature, to put off 
Any Affection that belongs to you; 
I could have only wiſh'd you had acquainted 
Her Father, whom it equally concerns, : 
Though you'd preſum'd on me; it might have open'd 
An eaſier Gate, and Path to both our — 
For though I am none of thoſe flinty Fathers 
That when their Children do but natural things, 
Turn Rock and Offence ſtraight: Yet, Marc Antonio, 
All are not of my quarry. 
Marc. Tis my Fear, Sir; 
And if hereafter I ſhuuld e' er abuſe 
So great a Piety, it were my Malice. 
Eurer Attendants. 
Atten, We muſt intreat you, Gentlemen, to take 
| yd Another 
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Another Room, the Governor is coming 
Here, on fome buſineſs. 
Enter Governor, Lanchio, Alphonſo, and Attendants. 

Marc. We will give him way, 

Zanch. I will have right, Sir, on you; that believe, 
If there be any Marſhals Court in Spain, 

Gov. For that, Sir,. we ſhall talk. 

Lanch.— - Do not ſlight me, 
Though I am without a Sword. 

Gov. Keep to your Chair, Sir. 


Zanch.---Let me fall, and hurl my Chair (Slaves) at him. 


Cov. Youarethemore temper'd Man, Sir; let me intreat 
Of you the manner how this Brawl fell out. 

Alph. Fell out? I know not how, nor do I care much 
But here we came, Sir, to this Low together, 
Both in one buſineſs, and one wrong, engag'd 
To ſeek one Leonardo, an old Genoeſe, 
I ha' ſaid enough there; would you more? falſe Father 
Of a falſe Son, call'd Marc Antonio, 


Who had ſtole both our Daughters; and which Father 


Conſpiring with his Son in Treachery, 
It ſeem'd, to flie our Satisfaction, 
Was, as we heard, come private to this Town, 
Here to take Ship for Tracy, 

Leo. You heard 
More than was true then; by the Fear, or Falſhood. 
And though I thought not to reveal my ſelf 
(Pardon my Manners in't to you) for ſome 
Important Reaſons yet being thus char: cter'd 
And challeng'd, know I dare appear, and do, 
To who dares threaten. 

Marc. I fay he is not worthy 
The Name of Man, cr any honeſt Preface, 
That dares report or credit ſuch a ſlander. 
Do you, Sir, fay it? 

Alpb. I do ay it. 

Gov. Hold. N 
Is this your Father, Signior Marc Antonio? 
You have ill required me thus to conceal him 
From him would honour him, and do him ſervice. 

SS — © Enter 
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Enter Eugenia. 
Leon. Twas not his fault, Sir 


Eug. Where's my Lord ? | 
Gov. Sweet-heart. | (thers 
Eug. Know you theſe Gentlemen? they are all the Fa- 
Unto our Friends. 
Gov. So it appears, my Dove. 
Zanch. Sir, I ſay nothing: I do want a Sword. 
And 'till I have a Sword I will ſay nothing. 
Eug. Good Sir, command theſe Gentlemen their Arms, 


Entreat 'em as your Friends, not as your Priſoners. 
Where be their Swords? 


Gov. Reſtore each Man his Weapon. 
Zanch. It ſeems thou haſt not read Caranza, Fellow, 
] muſt have reparation of Honour, 
As well as this: I find that wounded. 
Cov. Sir, 
I did not know your Quality, if 1 had, 
*Tis like I ſhould have done you more reſpects. 
Zanch. It is ſufficient by Caranza's Rule. 
Eug. I know it is, Sir. 
Zanch. Have you read Caranza, Lady? 
Eug. If you mean him that writ upon the Duel, 
He was my Kinſman. | 
Zanch. Lady, then you know 
By the right noble Writings of your Kinſman, 
My Honour is as dear to me as the King's. 
Fug. *Tis very true, Sir. 
Zanch. Therefore J muſt crave - 
Leave to go on now with my firſt dependance. 
Eug. What ha' you more? KO 
Gb. None here, good Signior. 
Zanch. | will refer me to Caranza ſtill. 
Eug. Nay Love, I prithee let me manage this. 
With whom is't, Sir? | 
Zanch. With that falſe Man, Alphonſo. 
Eug Why he has th' advantage, Sir, in Legs. 
-Zanch. But! . | 
In Truth, in Hand and Heart, and a good Sword. 
Eng. But how if he will not ſtand you, Sir? - 
9 | Ab. 


ö — 
* 
* 
5 
2 * 


Love's Pilgrimage. 


Alph. For that, 
Make it no queſtion Lady, I will ſtick 
My Feet in Earth down by him, where he dare, 

Zanch. O would thou wouldſt. 

Alph. ll doit. 

Zanch. Let me kiſs him. 
I fear thou wilt nor yer. 

Eug. Why Gentlemen, 
If you'll proceed according to Caranza, 
Methinks an eafier way, were two good Chairs, 
So you would be content, Sir, to be bound, 
"Cauſe he is lame: Il fit you with like Weapons, 
Piſtols and Ponyards, and ev'n end it. If 
The difference between you be ſo mortal, 
It cannot be taꝰ en up. 

Zanch. Txen up? take off 
This Head firſt. 

Alph. Come, bind me in a Chair. 

Eug. Yes, do. 

Gov. What mean you, Dove ? 


Eug. Let me alone, 
And ſet 'em at their diſtance; whan you ha' done 


Lend me two Ponyards; T1! have Piſtols ready 
| [ Exi 


Quickly. t. 
Enter Philippo. 
Phi. She is not here. Marc Antonio, 


Saw you not Leocadia ? 


Marc. Not I, Brother. (her. 
Phi. Brother, let's ſpeak with you; you were falſe unto 
Mare. I was, but haveask'd Pardon: Why do you urge it? 
| Phi. You were not worthy of her. | 
Marc. May be I was not; 
But 'tis not well, you tell me ſo. 
Phi. My Siſter 
Is not ſo fair. 
Marc. It skills not. 
Phi. Nor ſo virtuous. 
Marc. Ves, ihe muſt be as virtuous. 
Phi. I would fain ———— 
Marc. What, Brother? 0 
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24:6 Lowe's Pilgrimage. Fe at 
Phi. Strike you. 4 | . 
Marc. I ſhall not bear Strokes, 

Though I do theſe ſtrange Words, 
Phi. Will you nor kill me? 

Marc, For what, good Bother ?- * 

Phi. Why, for ſpeaking well 

Of Leocadia. . ' | 
Marc. No indeed. | WOE 
Phi. Nor ill ; ROD 

Of Theodofia? | | 

Enter Eugenia, Leocadia, Theodoſia, and me with 


| two Piſtols, © 

Aarc. Neither. 

Phi, Fare you well then. 

Eug. Nay, you ſhall have as noble Seconds too 
As ever Dueliſts had; give 'em their Weapons: 
Now St. Jago. 

Zanch. Are they charg'd? 

Eug. Charg'd, Sir? 

I warrant you. | ; 
Alph. Would they were well diſcharg'd. 
Zanch. I like a Sword much better: confeſs. 
_ Eug.Nay,wherefore ſtay you? Shall I mend your Mark? 
Strike one another through thele ? * 
Phi. My Love. | 
Alph. My Theodoſia. | 
Zanch. I ha* not the Heart. 
Alph, Nor J. 3 
_ Fug. Why here is a Dependance ended. 
Unbind that Gentleman; come take here to you 
Your Sons and Daughters, and be Friends. A Feaſt 
Waits you within, is better than your Fray⸗ 
Lovers, take you your own, and all forbear, 
Under my Roof, either to bluſh or fear. 
My Love, what ſay you? Could Caranza himſelf 
Carry a Buſineſs better ? l F 

Cov. It is well: 
All are content 1 hope, and we well eas'd, 2 
If they for whom we have done all this be pleas d. 

0 [[ [Exenmit omnes. 
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